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YOU  ...and  a LIGHT  SMOKE 

It  is  a Lightness  in  the  smoke  that  makes  people  choose  Luckies.  A 
rich,  clean  Lightness  in  the  taste.  A smooth  Lightness  of  "feel”  in  the 
throat.  Puff  by  puff,  a delightful  sense  of  ease.  From  the  choosing 
of  the  finest  center-leaf  tobaccos— to  the  "Toasting”  which  removes 
certain  harsh  irritants  naturally  present  in  all  tobacco,  every  care- 
ful measure  of  Lucky  Strike’s  manufacture  is  designed  to  please 
you  more ...  to  offer  A Light  Smoke  of  rich,  ripe-bodied  tobacco. 


%% 


OF  RICH,  RIPE-BODIED  TOBACCO  - ITS  TOASTED 
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One 


"This  is  the  third  day  he  has  predicted  rain.” 


You  can  lead  a fraternity  man  to 
water,  but  why  disappoint  him? 


"Who  yuh  shovin'?” 

"Dunno,  what's  your  name?” 


The  difference  between  Harvard 
and  Princeton  is  that  at  Harvard  they 
have  private  bathrooms  and  you 
don't  get  to  know  anybody. 

— "The  Tiger.” 


Three  rodents  with  defective  eye- 
sight 

(Second  line  the  same  as  the  first) 
Perceive  the  strange  manner  in 
which  they  scamper. 

Ditto  . . . 

They  are  pursuing  the  spouse  of  the 
Agriculturist 

She  severed  their  extremeties  with  a 
kitchen  utensil. 

During  the  entire  span  of  your  living 
career,  have  you  ever  viewed  such 
an  unusual  spectacle  as 
Three  rodents  with  defective  eye- 
sight. 


LO-THE  POOR 
INDIAN/. 


TWO  PUFFS  from  tKat  soggy  pipe 
full  of  fire-water  tobacco  anJ 
another  redskin  bit  tbe  dust.  We 
tell  travelers  as  well  as  stay-at-bomes 
that  tbe  true  pipe  of  peace  should  be 
regularly  cleaned,  and  packed  with 
nothing  but  inoffensive  Sir  W^alter 
Raleigh  Smoking  Tobacco.  It’s  a se- 
cret blend  of  definitely  milder  Ken- 
tucky Burley  leaf.  Burns  slow,  paci- 
fies the  tenderest  tongue  and  spreads 
a most  delightful  and  winning  fra- 
grance. We’re  so  blamed  proud  of  Sir 
W^alter  Raleigh  we  wrap  it  in  heavy 
gold  foil  for  extra  freshness.  Ever 
treated  vourself  to  a tin?  Only  i 5(f. 

SWITCH 

■oTGR^i?^ 


FREE  booklet  tolls  how  to  make 
your  ol«l  pipo  taste  better,  sweet- 
cr;  h )w  to  bre*ak  in  a new  pipe. 
Write  for  c«>py  today.  Brown  & 
Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation, 
Louisville,  Kentucky.Dept  W-610. 


MAKIV  TMAMKS  FOC  THE  V 
BIRTHDAV  GIFX  CWUBB\NS- 
BUT  HOW  COME  YOU  6AVE 
ME  THIS  JAR  OF  TOBACCO^ 
it's  THAT  HARSH  BRAMD  [GOOD  GQlEF/ 
UNCLE  ) X . -tH  1 YOUR 

J PRESENT 
MIXED  WITH 
UNCLE  CALDWELL'S. 
HIS  BIRTHDAV  IS 
THE  SAME  DATE 
AS  YOURS! 


CALDWELL 
H/«SM0VC9D 
FOR  FtFTEEW 
YEARS 


NO,  I WOULDNT  WRITE  HIM,  IF 
I WERE  YOU.  UNCLE  HATES 
EXCUSES  AND  HE  NEVER 
FORGIVES  OR  FORGETS  A 
MISTAKE.  HE  ISN'T  NICK- 
NAMED 'crusty'caldwell 

FOR  nothing  - he'll  BE 
HERE  IN  TWO 
WEEKS 


t hope  he  won't  be 

TOO  TOUSH-1  WANT  HIS 
APPROVAL  ON  A family 
BUSINESS 


WELL,  WELL, LITTLE  CHUBBINS, 
YOU'RE  PRETTIER'N  EVER. 
ROB,  YOU  OLD  RASCAL — 

YOU  don‘t  look  a DAV 
OLDER.' 


UNCLE,  you've  ‘^YEP/  1 TRIED  SOME 
CHANGEqANO  DiO  [OF THAT PA.CHUBBINS 
MY  EYES  DECEIVE  MCISENT  ME.  MAN, WHAT 
OR  WAS  THAT  PRINCE  A TASTY  FLAVOR 
ALBERT  YOU  JUSTj^it  HAS/  DERt4 
LOADED  IN  YOUR  [ SMART  GlRL,THAT 
PIPE?  -A-,  CHUBBINS/  - 

1__J1 


Copjrrlgrht,  1936,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


P.A.  BRINGS  YOU  MILD,  TASTY  SMOKING 

Right  on  the  back  of  the  Prince 
Albert  tin  it  says:  "Prince  Albert 
is  prepared  under  the  process  dis- 
covered in  making  experiments  to 
produce  the  most  delightful  and 
wholesome  tobaeco."  Wethink  you’ll 
agree  once  you  try  Prince  Albert 


and  discover  the  extra  smoking 
joy  it  brings.  Prince  Albert  is 
"crimp  cut,”  with  the  "bite”  re- 
moved, made  of  choice  tobaccos. 
Make  Prince  Albert  your  tobacco ! 
P.A.  is  swell  "makin’s”  for  roll- 
your-own  cigarettes  too. 


PRINCE  ALBERT  GUARANTEES  SATISFACTION 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  (Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Prince  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


50 


pipefuls  of 
fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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VALE 

With  this  issue  the  members  of  "The  Old  Line” 
staff  bid  farewell  to  William  H.  Hottel,  who,  for 
the  past  seven  years,  has  served  us  as  Faculty 
Adviser.  Midwife  at  the  birth  of  the  magazine 
in  1930,  he  has  carefully  nursed  it  during  its 
growth  into  a lusty  (but  not  too  lusty)  seven- 
year-old.  The  definite  improvement  of  the 
magazine  between  1930  and  1935  is  due  in  no 
small  part  to  his  efforts.  Bill  leaves  us  now  for 
higher  fields.  "The  Diamondback”  and  "Ter- 
rapin” staffs  join  us  in  wishing  him  continued 
success  in  his  new  endeavour. 
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ALL  is  that  time  of  year  on  the  campus  when,  if  you 
stroll  thru'  the  orchard,  you  can  eat  apples  besides. 


Coeds  are  of  two  kinds — those  who  don't  like  to  ride 
horses,  and  those  who  have  pretty  figures. 


A sorority  is  a group  of  girls,  living  in  one  house,  with 
a single  purpose — to  get  more  girls,  to  live  in  one  house, 
with  a single  purpose. 


Poker  is  the  game  you  would  have  bought  a new  pair 
of  brown  sport  shoes  with  crepe  soles  and  cowhide 
laces  if  last  Saturday  night  you  hadn't  been  in. 


Frosh  coeds  are  never  more  wary  than  curious, 
prettier  than  just  novel,  or  more  worthwhile  than  last 
year's  crop,  which  you've  forgotten. 


A campus  will  never  forgive  the  coed  who  tries  to 
reform  it. 


A fraternity  is  a group  of  boys, 
living  in  one  house,  trying  to  stop 
A.  T.  O.  and  Phi  Sigs  from  getting 
all  the* publications  men. 


A freshman  is  a human  being 
who  has  never  heard  of  the  Bar- 
tender's Quartet. 


College  Park  is  that  place  where 
the  midnight  oil  is  never  liguid, 
but  verbal. 


Instead  of  applying  polish  to 
breeding,  personality,  and  educa- 
tion, too  many  coeds  are  busy 
getting  it  on  finger-nails  and 
shoes. 


It  might  be  well  to  note  that  the 
freshman  coed  who  tries  to  act  like 
a senior  finds  herself  stuck  with 
the  monotonous  routine  for  four 
long  years. 


Very  soon,  an  undergraduate  will  date  Flora 
Waldman,  and  the  fall  social  season  will  offically  begin. 


When  a coed  gets  you  a blind 
date  with  her  roommate  who  is  a 
transfer  student,  "not  exactly  goodlooking,  but  attrac- 
tive,'' "will  be  a sensation  as  soon  as  she  gets  around," 
"likes  boys,  but  is  shy,"  "and  reads  the  Times  Book 
Supplement,"  . . . you're  a damned  fool. 


It's  a wise  coed  who  can  keep  the  romance  of  her 
freshman  year  from  becoming  the  steady  date  of  her 
upperclass  years. 


It's  a wise  college  man  who  can  cut  out  the  romance 
within  two  weeks  and  save  money,  time,  and  self- 
respect  by  steady-dating  thereafter. 


Brevity  is  the  soul  of  romance,  bull-sessions,  and 
evening  dresses. 

And  columns. 


By  Nancy  Anders 


SUE  :tresh! a 


rE:../^YOU  said  IT!’’ 


AND  jou7/  say  “fresh,”  too  . . . when  those  appetizing 
-Ta.  Double- Mellow  Old  Golds  pop  out  of  their  double- 
Cellophaned  package.  And,  if  Old  Gold’s  doubly-fresh 
prize-crop  tobaccos  don’t  give  you  double-smoking- 
pleasure  double-quick  . . . THEN,  we’ll  pay  you  double- 
your-money-back.  And  that  is  a double-dare. 


ZIPS  OPEN  DOUBLE-(?UICK! 

Outer  Cellophane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Bottom. 
Inner  Cellophane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Top. 


I 

I 

I 

i 


f 


Copr.i  1936.  oy  Pj  L.orillAr6  Co.,  tnc. 

PRIZE-CROP  TOBACCOS  ...ketkem  DOUBLE-MELLOW 
2 JACKETS  OF  “CELLOPHANE”  keept„em  FACTORY-FRESH 


'Verily,  Friar  Nicholas  has  a God-qiven  gift  for  caricature." 
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By  Pyke  Johnson 


e^ooK« 


WITH  this  issue  "The  Old  Line" 
makes  its  initial  bow  to  an 
expectant  campus.  For  you  eight 
issues  filled  with  sparkling  wit  and 
humor:  for  us  sleepless  nights,  chewed 
fingernails,  endless  packs  of  cigaret- 
tes, and,  finally,  peace  and  repose  in 
a shaded  glen,  our  sole  companions 
two  delicately  chiseled  stones.  To 
the  undergraduates  we  promise  the 
unbiased,  undistorted  low-down  on 
the  campus  big  shots.  To  the  Moguls 
we  give  fair  warning:  rest  assured 
your  sins  will  find  you  out.  Our  text 
is  taken  from  Pope,  and  we  are  proud 
to  announce  that  since  "Fools  are  our 
theme.  Let  satire  be  our  song." 
And  so,  taking  a deep  breath,  cros- 
sing our  fingers,  and  brushing  a 
freshman  coed  lightly  from  our  hair, 
we  plunge  herewith  into  our  first 
issue.  Morituri  te  salutamus. 

• Movies 

It  was  our  privilege  recently  to 
participate  in  the  filming  of  the  scenes 
taken  by  the  March  of  Time  on  this 
campus.  The  actual  shooting  of  the 
pictures  was  most  interesting  to 
watch,  but  far  more  fascinating  were 
the  ramifications  of  this  venture, 
which  definitely  stamps  College  Park 
as  the  Hollywood  of  the  East. 

Because  the  March  of  Time  decides 
to  take  films  on  the  Maryland  campus 
two  men  are  killed  in  an  airplane 
crash  in  North  Carolina;  a Maryland 
senior  is  almost  arrested  for  stalling 
his  car  on  the  tracks  at  12th  and  G 
Streets  in  Washington  and  being 
unable  to  find  the  starter;  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  Student  Government 
Association,  for  the  first  time  in  his 


life,  is  forced  to  miss  a class;  a one- 
way conversation  is  carried  on  be- 
tween a local  fraternity  house  and  an 
airplane  en  route  to  Washington  from 
Pottsville,  Pennsylvania;  a boy  from 
the  University  of  Virginia,  up  to 
week-end  with  a campus  coed,  is  sent 
home  six  hours  earlier  than  he  had 
expected;  a former  Maryland  football 
star  twiddles  his  thumbs  for  three 
successive  nights  in  the  lobby  of 
Washington's  classiest  hotel;  three 
fellows,  immaculately  attired  in  even- 
ing dress,  call  for  girls  at  Dorm  "B" 
at  6 o'clock  Sunday  evening;  and 
five  Baltimore  girls  have  dates  broken. 
In  the  meanwhile  Time,  inevitably, 
relentlessly,  and  definitely  Marches 
On. 

• A.  & S.  (1) 

After  months  spent  in  delving  into 
dusty  files,  poring  over  time-yellowed 
and  wrinkled  charts,  and  consulting 
with  our  esteemed  contemporaries 
on  the  National  Geographic  Humor 
Magazine,  we  are  at  last  ready  to 
release  a choice  bit  of  information  to 
the  campus.  Undaunted  by  the  fact 
that  our  news  is,  in  point  of  timeliness, 
only  about  six  months  late,  we  are 
proud  to  announce  that  the  new  Arts 
and  Sciences  Building  is,  definitely 
and  irrevocably,  in  Berwyn.  We 
mention  this  in  the  hope  that  some 
dutiful  freshman  stumbling  over  the 
weekly  letter  home  may  fill  in  a 
paragraph  or  so  with  the  announce- 
ment that  he  has  to  go  from  one  town 
to  another  between  classes.  In 
fact,  having  once  corrected  freshman 
themes,  we  feel  sure  that  such  a juicy 
morsel  of  information  will  serve  to 


fill  up  letters  for  at  least  a month. 

• Treason 

This  story  really  should  come  under 
the  heading  of  fairy  tales.  And  if  it 
really  had  not  happened  to  us  we 
never  would  have  believed  it.  But 
there  is  a professor  on  this  campus 
who  not  only  uses  the  same  textbook 
for  two  successive  semesters,  but  also 
has  chosen  a text  that  may  be  bought 
in  the  school  bookstore  for  one  dollar 
less  than  one  pays  anywhere  else. 
We  refuse  to  mention  this  misguided 
prof's  name  because  we  expect  to 
have  him  again  next  semester  and  do 
not  want  to  have  any  trouble  with 
overflowing  classes. 

• A.  & S.  (2) 

Portrait  of  a man  talking  to  a friend 
while  walking  up  to  the  Arts  and 
Science  Building  for  a 10:20:  "We 

went  to  a show  for  the  first  part — 
Hello,  Johnnie — We'd  been  in  to  this 
— Hi,  Ted — After  the  show  was — 
Good-morning,  sir — You  ought  to  get 
him  for  a class  sometime — H'lo — And 
then  we  came  out  to — Hi,  Ruth,  Hi, 
Jean — out  to  College  Park — Hello, 
Bill — and  we  stopped  in  front  of — 
Say,  Tommie  if  you  have  a few 
minutes  I'd  like  to  see  you  after  this 
class — Oh,  howdy — And  we  hadn't 
been  there  more — Hi — five  minutes 
when — Hello,  Mary — Say,  I've  been 
hearing  stories  about  her.  She  must 
be — Hello,  Bob — What  say! — Howdy 
— Anyway,  we'd  been  there  just 
about  five  minutes — No,  I Haven't 
seen  him  this  morning — when  she 
started  to — Howdy — Hi — Hello — Hell 
— I'll  see  you  after  class  and  tell  you.' ' 
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ELECTION 

DEMI-REP  GAZETTE 

ELECTION 

EXTRA 

Latest  News  From  The  Political  Battlefront 

EXTRA 

THE  EXPERTS  PICK  THE  WINNER 


The  following  opinions  on  the  outcome  of 
the  election  were  assembled  from  various 
campus  prognosticaters  by  "The  Old  Line" 
Inguiring  Reporter: 

Ernest  Lundell,  manager  of  boxing 
— I pick  Landon  to  win  in  the  fifth, 
and  speaking  of  fifths,  did  I ever  tell 
you  about  the  babe  I met  in  Ocean 
City  this  summer? 

Jerry  Schuh,  President  of  Mortar 
Board — My  money's  on  the  third 
party.  The  "eternal  triangle"  is 
always  so  much  fun." 

A1  Ireland,  president  of  the  Ross- 
bourg  Club— "I  spent  the  summer 
on  the  Eastern  Shore,  and  haven't 
caught  up  with  the  state  of  affairs  in 
this  country  as  yet." 

Elora  Waldman,  secretary-treasurer 
of  the  S.  G.  A. — "I'm  for  Roosevelt. 
Those  sunflowers  don't  go  well  with 
my  new  hat." 

Thomas  J.  Birmingham,  president, 
S.  G.  A. — "For  ten  per  cent  of  all 
your  winnings  I'll  tell  you  exactly 
who's  going  to  win." 

Turk  Birkland,  prominent  campus 
athlete — "I  voted  for  Roosevelt  in 
1904.  I'm  going  to  vote  for  him  again 
this  year." 

John  Muncks,  Junior  Prom  Chair- 
man— "Whoever  wins  is  going  to  be 
signed  for  this  year's  prom." 

Gwen  Glynn,  Sophomore  Class 
secretary  — "Landon  balanced  the 
budget  in  Arkansas.  He  and  the 
Democratic  party  will  do  the  same  for 
the  country." 

Bill  Guckeyson,  Senior  Class  Presi- 
dent and  outstanding  athlete — "I'm 
for  Landon  because  I think  Peggy  Ann 
is  cute,  and  if  he  wins,  she  might 
come  to  Maryland  next  year." 

Mildred  Clemens,  transfer  Prom 
Queen  from  Vanderbilt — "Kay  Kay- 
ser  ought  to  win.  And  I think  you're 
just  too  sweet  for  words  to  ask  me." 

Richard  Morton  Hunt,  ex-editor 
'The  Diamondback' — "Can't  tell  you 
just  yet;  thinking  of  running  myself." 

Geary  Eppley,  director  of  student 
activities — "I'd  have  to  get  the  con- 
sent of  the  Student  Government 
Association  before  expressing  my 
opinion." 


EDITORIAL 

We  will  this  Fall  decidedly  vote  for 
Roosevelt.  The  reason  we  thus  are  in 
favor  of  Landon  is  because  we  have 
upheld  so  unfailingly  throughout 
Roosevelt's  term  Landon' s policies. 
And  we  sincerely  believe  that  Roose- 
velt will  win  because  Landon  is  a 
great  guy  and  we  are  one  hundred 
per  cent  for  him  (Roosevelt).  Further- 
more, not  only  will  Landon  win,  but 
Roosevelt  is  the  only  man  for  the 
Nation — and  Landon  can  be  trusted 
in  times  of  stress  to  pull  us  through  as 
only  Roosevelt  can,  and  Landon  has 
our  support  because  after  thinking 
it  over  very  carefully,  we  know  that 
Roosevelt  is  really  the  only  logical 
one,  and  he  (Landon)  will  un- 
doubtedly straighten  things  out  as  all 
our  truly  great  presidents  have  done. 
So  here's  to  Roosevelt.  We — all  of 
us — have  sincere  hope,  optimism,  and 
affection  for  Landon. 


FRATNY  POLITICS 
RUMOR  SCOTCHED 

"There  is  absolutely  no  truth  in  the 
report  that  fraternity  politics  are 
playing  a major  part  in  the  current 
presidential  election,"  announced 
Dale  Patterson,  Interfraternity  Coun- 
cil President,  today. 

Said  Patterson:  "I  have  investi- 

gated carefully  the  political  affilia- 
tions of  both  Landon  and  Roosevelt 
and  have  been  unable  to  find  any- 
thing even  remotely  resembling  a 
fraternity  hook-up  in  either  party.  It 
is  true  that  the  Kappas  and  ATO's  are 
still  meeting  nightly;  but  these  meet- 
ings are  solely  for  the  purpose  of 
pitching — pennies . ' ' 

Patterson's  statement  followed  upon 
the  recent  accusation  of  Dick  Hunt, 
former  presidential  candidate  of  the 
Democratic,  Republican,  Union,  and 
W.  C.  T.  U.  parties,  that  three  well- 
known  fraternities  had  banded  to- 
gether in  a nefarious  attempt  to 
place  either  Landon,  Roosevelt,  Lemke, 


(Continued  on  page  9) 

CAMPUS  GOES  TO  POLLS 


Unidentified  campus  ward-heeler  casting  vote  in  recent  Diamondback  straw  vote.  When 
asked  how  they  were  going  to  vote,  two  persons  on  right  said  "Yes;"  others  replied  "Vote  for 
what?  We're  waiting  for  our  Diamondbacks." 
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"He  says  they're  conducting  a Digest  poll. 


IT  SEAMS  TO  ME 

By  Haywire  Broom 


VITAL  STATISTICS 

Weather:  fine. 

Track:  muddy. 

Candidates:  Both  major  can- 
didates are  in  fine  fighting  trim. 
All  the  weighing-in  ceremonies 
this  noon  Roosevelt  tipped  the 
scales  at  165,  stripped,  while 
Landon  tipped  the  offical  in 
charge  of  the  weighing. 

Odds:  6-5  on  the  Yankees  to 
win  the  World  Series. 

Estimated  attendance:  126,- 

999,999  (one  unidentified  Mary- 
land sophomore  has  a date  the 
night  before  the  election,  and 
expects  to  be  unable  to  attend.) 


NEW  ELECTORAL 
SYSTEM  DEVISED 

Political  circles  in  Washington 
were  agog  tonight  with  the  rumor  that 
the  present  electoral  system  will  be 
discarded  after  the  present  election 
in  favor  of  a new  and  radically 
different  system. 

Proposed  by  Alvin  Goldberg,  local 
political  expert,  the  new  method  of 
presidential  election  will  be  based 
upon  the  currently  popular  Hit  Parade. 
According  to  Goldberg,  under  the 
new  system  each  aspirant  for  the 
presidential  position  will  be  reguired 
to  select  a popular  song  at  the 
beginning  of  a definitely  assigned 
campaign  period.  During  this  period 
he  will  be  expected  to  plug  his  song 
to  the  best  of  his  ability. 

At  the  end  of  the  allotted  time  a 
tabulation  of  the  songs  of  the  respec- 
tive candidates  will  be  taken,  and  the 
man  whose  song  has  headed  the  Hit 
Parade  the  most  times  will  be  named 
President.  The  Vice-President's  name 
will  be  selected  from  the  files  of  the 
Bureau  of  Missing  Persons.  In  case 
of  a tie  the  President  will  be  selected 
by  the  members  of  the  Chamber  of 
Commerce  of  Pocomoke  City,  meeting 
in  joint  session  with  the  Oyster- 
growers  Association  of  Southern 
Maryland. 

When  asked  to  comment  upon  this 
plan,  Goldberg  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders and  said,  "Why,  not?" 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
or  William  Jennings  Bryan  in  office. 

Florence  Hill,  President  of  the  Pan- 
Hellenic  Council,  when  asked  to 
comment  on  rumored  sorority  tie-ups 
replied:  "Yes,  plans  for  the  annual 

Kappa  Delta  Revue  are  now  well 
under  way." 


Well,  Gentle  Readers,  we  are  now 
approaching  another  November  elec- 
tion. These  contests  are  held  every 
four  years  on  the  first  Tuesday  after 
the  first  Monday  in  November.  When 
the  Socialists  get  in  power;  we  are 
going  to  change  it  so  the  election  will 
be  held  on  the  first  Tuesday  after  the 
first  Wednesday  in  November.  Just 
think  of  what  an  improvement  this  will 
be  over  the  old  conservative  custom. 

Wednesday  is  the  day  after  election 
and  we  can  pick  up  our  Newspapers 
and  see  the  results.  By  making 
Tuesday  come  after  Wednesday,  we 
can  know  how  the  election  is  coming 
out  the  day  before  it  is  held.  This  will 
eliminate  the  heartbreaking  suspense 
that  comes  to  the  politician  after  the 
polls  are  closed  and  before  the  returns 
come  in.  By  knowing  in  advance  how 
the  election  is  coming  out  we  may  be 
able  to  do  away  with  the  election  all 
together. 

★ ★ ★ 

The  difference  between  wicked  old 
capitalists  and  us  new  idealists  is  one 
of  mathematics.  The  wicked  capita- 
lists believe  in  multiplication.  They 
like  to  earn  a million  dollars,  then 
multiply  it  by  two  and  have  two 
million  dollars.  We  idealists  believe 
in  division.  If  a man  has  two  auto- 
mobiles, we  would  divide  up  and  give 
one  of  them  to  you  and  me,  probably 
to  me.  If  he  has  two  dollars,  we 
would  divide  up  and  give  one  dollar 


to  you  and  me.  If  a man  has  two 
shirts,  however,  we  would  not  divide 
them,  because  I have  two  shirts 
which  were  given  me  by  my  Aunt 
Nancy,  and  I have  to  wear  one  of  them 
while  the  other  is  in  the  laundry. 

I went  to  the  race  track  last  week. 
It  was  one  of  the  most  unprofitable 
experiences  of  my  life.  I wagered 
$8  (the  entire  price  of  one  of  my 
columns)  on  a horse  named  Pink 
Honey.  He  stopped  half  way  down 
the  home  stretch  to  eat  clover.  Of 
course,  I lost.  Here  is  another 
example  of  the  ruthlessness  of  Capi- 
talism. We  should  have  government 
ownership  of  race  tracks.  Then 
Uncle  Sam  could  see  to  it  that  every 
one  who  bets  on  the  races  would  win. 
There  would  be  no  losers  when  the 
race  tracks  were  socialized.  Private 
enterprise  could  not  do  this  because 
it  would  take  a mint  of  money.  Uncle 

Sam  has  the  mint. 

★ * ★ 

I've  just  thought  of  a new  game. 
The  name  of  it.  Knock,  knock,  is  old 
to  us  reformers  for  we  seldom  do 
anything  else.  However,  the  game 
itself  is  new: 

Knox,  Knox. 

Who's  there? 

Garner. 

Garner  who? 

If  Roosevelt  doesn't  get  enough 
votes.  I'll  be  a Garner. 
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On  Becoming  A Campussonality 

(^Have  you  ever  ivondered  what  goes  on  in  a sorority  hen  party  or  fraternity 
bull-session  when  the  topic  of  handling  the  other  sex  comes  up?  In  this,  the  first 
of  a series  of  articles  written  by  two  socially  prominent  seniors,  THE  OLD 
LINE  lets  you  in  on  the  trade  secrets  of  the  local  Romeos  and  Juliets.  Intended 
primarily  to  give  members  of  the  Freshmen  class  the  right  start,  these  articles 
are  heartily  recommended  to  misunderstood  upperclassmen  of  both  sexes.) 


• NEVER  GIVE  A SUCKER  AN  EVEN  BREAK 

an  old  enough  piece  of  advice,  but  one  that  cannot  be 
disregarded  by  any  freshman  girl  desirous  of  joining 
that  select  group  of  coeds  who  really  rate.  Most  fresh- 
man coeds  have  by  now  asked  themselves  that  all- 
important  guestion:  "Will  I make  a hit  with  the  campus 

moguls;  or  will  I sit  back  listening  to  the  radio  while  my 
room  mate  borrows  my  new  hat  to  go  out  with  the  current 
football  hero?"  And  therein  lies  the  first  mistake.  You 
don't  sit  back  and  wait  in  college.  You  line  up  what  you 
want,  and  then  go  get  him  (or  them,  if  you  are  smart). 
Back  in  the  home  town  a girl  may  be  expected  to  sit 
home  knitting  and  waiting  for  the  local  talent  to  make  the 
first  advances.  But  you  must  remember  that  in  college 
there  is  no  local  talent,  and  that  you  must  be  up  and 
about  early  if  you  are  going  to  get  that  worm  you  have 
your  eye  on. 

The  Golden  Rule  to  campus  popularity — be  inde- 
pendent. You  have  never  really  become  a coed  until 
you  have  learned  to  stand  on  your  own  feet.  The 
clinging  vine  type  went  out  with  hoop-skirts.  The 
college  man  likes  the  girl  who  meets  him  on  his  own 
level — talks  athletics  with  him,  and  even  plays  his 
favorite  games  with  him.  Men  used  to  resent  the  girl 
who  beat  them  at  tennis.  Now  there  is  nothing  like 
having  a girl  beat  him  three  or  four  “love"  games  to 
spur  a man  on  to  win  similar  games  on  somewhat  dif- 
ferent playing  fields. 

The  girl  who  would  be  a success  must  be  clever  and 
intelligent.  "Dumb  Doras"  are  taboo.  Don't  be  afraid 
to  have  an  opinion  of  your  own.  Don't  "yes"  a man  too 
much;  in  fact,  avoid  this  not  infreguently  fatal  word  as 
much  as  possible.  There  is  only  one  restriction — when 
you  start  an  argument  know  what  you  are  talking  about. 
Be  versatile:  if  your  date  puns,  pun  baok  at  him;  if  he  is  a 
football  fanatic,  use  football  tactics;  if  he  is  guiet  and 
reserved  (Heaven  forbid!)  adopt  the  sweet  small-town 
girl  line,  and  look  up  at  him  as  Janet  Gaynor  looks  up  at 
Gary  Cooper.  But  be  sure  and  drop  it  next  morning. 
And  where  the  secret  passion  is  oonoerned  try  not  to  be 
the  same  every  time  you  meet.  Be  different  and  he  will 
try  even  harder  to  find  out  what  you  really  are. 

Forget  that  anyone  ever  told  you  men  love  peace  and 


• TREAT  YOUR  GIRL  ROUGH  IF  YOU  WANT 
HER  TO  LIKE  YOU : this  seems  to  be  the  best  advice 
one  can  give  to  the  fellow  who  would  win  the  lady  of  his 
dreams.  In  the  pseudo-sophisticated  society  of  this 
school  of  ours  cave-man  tactics  seem  to  pay  the  best 
amatory  dividends.  The  fellow  who  still  regards  mem- 
bers of  the  un-fairer  sex  with  the  reverence  he  learned 
at  his  mother's  knee  is  lost  before  he  starts,  while  the  one 
who  treats  them  as  the  inferior  creatures  we  all  secretly 
believe  them  to  be  usually  ends  up  with  the  oampus 
beauty  gueens  tagging  adoringly  at  his  heels. 

Roughness  bordering  at  times  on  actual  crudeness  is 
the  most  infallible  method  of  success  with  the  majority  of 
ooeds.  There  are  few  males  who  will  deny  the  truth  of 
this  statement;  and  yet  there  are  moments  when  it  is  all 
a trifle  disoouraging,  moments  when  those  who  still 
believe  in  treating  a girl  with  at  least  ordinary  politeness 
feel  like  consigning  all  women  to  a certain  uncomfortably 
warm  lower  region,  while  they,  the  rejected  males,  retire 
to  some  cloistered  nook  with  a pipe  and  a dog  and  there 
devote  the  rest  of  their  lives  to  an  intense  study  of  that 
ardent  woman-hater,  Schopenhauer. 

There  must  be  some  explanation  for  this  feminine 
failing  for  strong-arm  tactics  on  the  part  of  the  men;  and 
I believe  that  I have  found  it.  Briefly  stated,  it  is  this: 
Women,  like  all  superficial  thinkers,  have  to  find  some 
motive  for  enjoyment  other  than  the  enjoyment  itself. 
They  like  to  be  oonvinced  against  their  wills  that  a 
certain  thing  is  good  for  them.  On  a date,  for  instance, 
the  fellow  who  tries  to  kiss  a girl,  and  then  accepts  her 
initial  repulse  as  definitely  final,  meets  only  with  scorn 
from  his  companion.  Whereas,  if  he  modified  his  tactics 
somewhat,  if  he  disregarded  her  remonstranoes  entirely 
and  dragged  her  from  her  corner  of  the  car,  he  would 
find  a deoidedly  favorable  response  to  his  embrace. 
For  the  girl  would  then  feel  that  she  had  been  forced  to 
give  in  against  her  better  judgment,  that  she  had  done 
her  part  in  "resisting  that  impulse,”  and  that  any  moral 
blame  attached  to  her  action  would  therefore  fall  solely 
on  the  shoulders  of  the  boy. 

Then,  too,  the  "goody-goody"  boys  who  make  dates 
and  keep  them,  who  would  never  think  of  playfully 
ouffing  a girl,  make  the  fatal  mistake  of  obviously  putting 


(Continued  on  page  24) 
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R.O.T.— See 

Regular  registration  is  over.  The 
freshman  is  now  ready  to  take  a 
physical  exam,  check  out  a uniform, 
and  become  one  of  the  "boys."  We 
shall  attempt,  then,  to  give  a brief 
resume  of  the  correct  procedure  to  be 
followed  in  this  all-important  orienta- 
tion function.  Of  course,  this  infor- 
mation may  be  a trifle  belated  for  this 
year's  freshmen,  but  if  a copy  is 
clipped  and  saved,  it  will  prove  in- 
valuable as  a pen-wiper  or  material 
for  cutting  out  paper  dolls.  Class 
notes  may  also  be  taken  on  the 
margins. 

First  comes  the  physical  exam. 
When  the  freshmen  is  finally  admitted 
to  the  infirmary,  he  is  given  an  eye- 
test.  A White  Angel  holds  a post- 
card approximately  four  inches  from 
the  victim's  face,  and  following  con- 
versation ensues: 

"Can  you  read  that  card?'' 

"What  card?'' 

"The  one  in  the  middle." 

"Cf  course,"  snaps  back  the  stude, 
"It  says  'Paris  Picture  Postcard  Co.' 
It's  one  of  their  better  numbers,  too." 

Having  received  an  o.  k.  on  the 


first  part  of  his  exam,  the  prospective 
Pershing  proceeds  to  the  second  room 
to  have  his  hearing  tested.  It  is 
rumored  that  the  Angel  of  Mercy  in 
charge  of  hearing  has  a fixation  and 
for  years  has  been  too  preoccupied  to 
listen  to  anybody.  At  any  rate,  alter 
considerable  incoherent  muttering  on 
both  sides,  the  frosh  goes  on  to  part 
three.  This  continues  for  hours, 
sometimes  days,  until  the  inspectee 
is  completely  subdued.  He  finally 
emerges  with  a blue  card  and  a sadly 
revised  outlook  on  life.  He  is  now 
ready  to  draw  a uniform  and  fervently 
hopes  that  the  worst  is  over.  The 
gods  look  down  and  laugh. 

Those  hours  spent  in  fruitless 
waiting,  those  forgotten  lunches,  those 
frustrated  attempts  to  gain  admission 
to  the  sacred  storeroom,  we  shall 
pass  over  with  but  a brief  shudder. 
We  do  a very  nice  job  of  brief  shud- 
dering, by  the  way.  Cur  frosh,  then, 
is  at  the  head  of  a long  line  of  his 
kind,  ready  to  be  measured  for  his 
uniform,  and  persecution  begins  in 
earnest. 

"I'm  a perfect  thir — " begins  our 
little  hero,  but  the  rest  of  the  observa- 
tion is  cut  short  for  a very  good  reason. 


Freddie  Freshman's  neck  is  in  the 
firm  grasp  of  two  great  hands.  Just 
as  sweet  oblivion  begins  to  envelop 
the  attacked  hopeful,  the  hands  are 
withdrawn,  and  a measuring  tape 
may  be  seen  folded  up  in  one  palm. 
The  thumb  is  superimposed  on  the 
number  fourteen. 

"Seventeen,"  suddenly  roars  the 
hands'  owner. 

The  embryo  general,  who  has 
again  risen  to  his  feet,  is  quick  to 
understand  the  system.  As  the  leering 
face  and  clutching  fingers  once  more 
draw  near,  he  contracts  his  chest  a 
full  three  inches.  This  time,  as  the 
tape  comes  away  proclaiming  to  all 
and  sundry  that  if  one  should  start  at 
just  the  right  place  on  the  fourth  rib 
and  follow  a course  due  east  back  to 
the  starting  point,  he  will  have 
covered  exactly  thirty-two  inches,  the 
Voice  may  be  heard  (for  at  least  two 
blocks)  uttering  a single  doomful 
word. 

"Thirty,"  it  says. 

It  is  only  now  that  the  beginner 
shows  signs  of  cracking.  The  effect 
of  the  next  ten  minutes  is  catastrophic. 

Somewhat  later  a strange  appari- 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Sophistication  is  a religion  in  whose  name  more  than  a 
few  crimes  have  been  committed,  and  Aldous  Huxley, 
as  high  priest,  has  recorded  many  of  them.  Four  years 
ago  in  Brave  New  World  he  calmly  took  the  human 
race  apart  and  put  it  together  again  with  some  of  his  own 
improvements.  In  his  latest.  Eyeless  in  Gaza,  he  has 
simply  taken  apart  four  young  school  friends  and  left  the 
pieces  scattered  about. 

Gaza,  which  appears  only  in  the  title  of  this  story,  is  a 
wasteland  in  Palestine,  and,  without  necessarily  com- 
mitting the  author  to  this  explanation,  we  assume  that 
eyeless  in  Gaza  describes  the  condition  of  these  four 
young  men  as  they  live  out  wasted  lives  without  realizing 
their  own  uselessness. 

The  novel  has  the  extraordinary  characteristic  of 
beginning  at  both  ends  and  working  toward  the  middle. 
It  opens  at  the  boarding  school  with  four  boys  already 
set  in  their  types:  Mark  Staithes,  the  athlete  and  football 
captain,  completely  physical  in  every  thought  and  act; 
Hugh  Ledwidge,  the  weakling,  butt  of  all  their  jokes,  and 
particularly  disliked  because  he  happened  to  be  a good 
student;  Brian  Foxe,  whose  habit  of  stammering  caused 
him  to  lose  confidence  in  himself,  but  who,  though 
mother-ridden,  was  called  a "good  egg;"  and  lastly, 
Anthony  Beavis,  a snobbish  nonentity,  who  toadied  to 
Staithes,  enjoyed  torturing  Ledwidge,  and  was  ashamed 
of  the  fact  that  he  liked  Foxe. 

Anthony  is  the  character  who  gives  continuity  to  the 
story,  and  is  in  a way,  the  hero  of  the  tale.  His  character 
is  largely  formed  by  his  father,  a supercilious  pedant,  who 
indulges  in  learned  jokes  and  such  philological  extre- 
misms  as  referring  to  chocolate  by  the  original  Aztec 
chocolatl. 

The  book  consists  of  fifty-four  chapters  each  with  only 
a date  for  the  title,  but  these  dates  are  not  in  seguence. 
One  starts  with  1902,  jumps  to  1934,  and  then  back  to 
1911.  After  resisting  the  temptation  to  tear  the  book 
apart  and  put  its  pieces  in  chronological  order,  the 
reader  finds  the  story,  minus  its  sophisticated  conver- 
sation, somewhat  as  follows:  Staithes,  because  he  is  good 


at  games,  calmly  accepts  all  through  school  and  uni- 
versity the  idea  that  he  is  a superior  person,  but  after 
graduation  and  the  end  of  sports,  he  finds  the  only 
support  to  his  ego  in  assisting  Mexican  revolutions. 
When  gangrene  makes  necessary  the  amputation  of  his 
leg  and  the  end  of  his  physical  power  he  fades  bitterly 
out  of  the  picture.  Ledwidge,  of  the  horn  rimmed 
glasses,  graduates  from  boarding  school  and  university 
into  a curatorship  in  the  British  Museum,  where  he 
becomes  so  weak  and  undecisive  that  he  cannot  even 
catch  his  beloved  Helen  when  she  throws  herself  at  him. 
Brian  Foxe  becomes  the  victim  of  Anthony's  weakness  in 
temporizing  with  the  news  that  Brian's  finance  has 
changed  her  allegiance  to  Anthony.  In  the  shock  of 
finally  receiving  the  news  from  the  girl  herself,  Brian 
commits  suicide. 

Anthony  pursues  his  cringing,  snobbish,  sophisticated 
way  without  a single  redeeming  trait  until  the  end,  when 
he  becomes  a militantly  pacifist  orator  and  keeps  an 
engagement  to  speak  even  though  warned  that  he  will 
probably  be  mobbed. 

Huxley's  sophistication  apparently  means  lip  service 
to  a milk  and  water  communism,  unusual  moral  freedom, 
and  the  general  belief  that  this  is  a dead  world  and  the 
sooner  we  are  out  of  it  the  better. 

Perhaps  it  is  best  summed  up  by  one  of  the  young 
ladies  of  the  cast  who,  in  a maudlin  moment,  said  "I 
refuse  to  be  ashamed  of  being  good  any  longer." 

According  to  the  NEW  Y ORKER  the  book  clerk  who  was 
asked  for  It  Blew  Away  sold  the  customer  Gone  With 
The  Wind.  Enough  sales  of  this  claimant  for  Anthony 
Adverse’s  tonnage  title  have  been  made  to  keep  it 
firmly  fixed  as  the  nation's  best  seller  for  the  last  few 
weeks. 

Eor  the  young  coeds  who  fear  that  fate  may  not  offer 
them  the  right  man  there  has  recently  been  published  a 
consolatory  little  volume  called  Live  Alone  and 
Like  It,  by  Marjorie  Hillis.  It  is  supposed  to  show  how 
this  particular  departure  from  the  gregarian  pattern  can 
be  accomplished. 
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ORIENTATION 

By  Larry  Hoover 


Diminutive  Joe  Stevens  dropped  his  suitcase  on  the 
floor  of  Room  204,  Dormitory  A,  and  walked  over 
to  the  window.  Below,  on  the  campus,  students  teemed 
back  and  forth.  He  turned  around  and  surveyed  every 
inch  of  the  narrow  cubicle  which  was  to  be  his  home 
during  his  first  year  at  State  University.  There  were  two 
bunks  in  the  room,  one  above  the  other.  He  felt  them. 
"Hard  as  a rock,"  he  murmured. 

Deciding  to  take  the  upper  one,  he  swung  his  suitcase 
up  on  it  and  began  to  unpack,  whistling  merrily.  He 
began  to  dream  of  his  life  here.  He  wondered  what  his 
room-mate  would  be  like. 

His  thoughts  were  interrupted  by  a shuffling  of  feet  in 
the  corridor.  A gigantic  mound  of  flesh  flowed  into  the 
room.  A pair  of  fat  legs  propelled  it,  but  they  seemed  so 
boneless  as  to  be  useless  to  their  owner.  The  obese  body 
attached  to  them  seemed  to  float  along  with  no  effort  on 
their  part. 

A cherubic  mouth  opened,  and  a merry  grin  appeared. 
"Hello,  roomie!"  Tossing  his  bags  across  the  room,  and 
thrusting  out  his  hands,  the  newcomer  boomed,  "Shake 
the  hand  of  William  B.  Brown,  Jr.  Billy  B.  Brown  who 
has  wandered  into  State  University  to  prove  that  Brown 
is  a man  to  be  dealt  with." 

Joe  was  amazed  at  the  rate  the  words  popped  from  the 
mouth  of  his  room-mate  for  the  coming  year.  He  felt 
drawn  to  the  beefy  Billy  immediately.  Shaking  the 
extended  hand,  he  said,  "I'm  Joe  Stevens,  of  the  Middle- 
town  Stevens.  There  are  thirty-seven  and  a half  Stevens 
in  Middletown,  counting  my  cousin  they  put  in  a 
sanitarium  last  Spring." 

Then  surveying  the  heighth  and  breadth  of  his  new 
friend  and  his  own  slight  figure,  he  laughed,  "One 
thing's  certain.  You  won't  be  borrowing  my  suits." 

After  shaking  hands,  they  settled  down  to  make 
themselves  a home  at  State  University.  When  they  had 
finished,  Billy  shook  the  sweat  from  his  brow  and 
babbled,  "I  suppose  you  are  going  to  attend  the  Student 
Activities  Association  meeting  at  which  the  Freshmen 
are  to  be  oriented.  The  program  calls  it  an  orientation 
assembly.  Ever  been  to  the  Orient?  Great  place — 
Chinese  — chop-suey  — rickshaws  — junks  — lots  of 
fun.  Come  on,  let's  get  oriented  — two  Frosh  with  but  a 
single  room — and  darned  small  at  that — we'll  have  to  let 
the  Devil  take  the  hindermost." 

Joe  was  beginning  to  take  his  roomie's  disconnected 
conversation  as  a matter  of  course  and  was  learning  to 
comb  through  it  and  separate  the  grain  from  the  chaff. 


Picking  up  his  obviously  new  rat  cap,  he  said,  "Yeah, 
we'd  better  amble  over  and  see  what  the  S.  A.  A.  is  going 
to  do  with  us.  Better  take  your  rat  cap;  the  Sophomore 
vigilance  committee  is  already  working  on  the  boys  with 
a paddle." 

With  false  nonchalance,  they  strolled  out  into  the  hall 
and  headed  for  the  stairs.  They  tried  to  appear  as  if 
they  did  not  see  four  Sophomores  hanging  over  the 
stair-well. 

The  eyes  of  the  Sophomores  lighted  up  on  seeing  Joe 
and  Billy.  One  of  them,  evidently  their  leader,  piped  in 
a reedy  voice,  dripping  sarcasm,  "Gentlemen,  you  see 
before  you  two  specimens  of  the  genus,  Rattus  Norve- 
gicus,  more  commonly  known  as  the  rat."  Surveying 
the  two  Frosh  closely,  he  said  with  mock  pity,  "The 
largest  of  the  two  is  too  large;  the  smaller  too  small.  We 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LPNE 


Our  Arkansas  Rat 

Willie  Sazmaria,  the  big  six  foot 
freshman,  fresh  from  the  backwoods 
of  Arkansas,  was  quite  thrilled  as  he 
looked  over  the  campus  the  first  day 
he  spent  at  the  U.  of  M. 

He  was  very  much  impressed  by 
the  rolling,  grassy  campus,  and  the 
beauty  of  the  buildings. 

One  of  the  upper  classmen,  doing  a 
little  pre-rushing,  very  graciously 
showed  Willie  around,  pointing  out 
the  different  places  of  interest. 

Knowing  that  Willie  was  from  the 
backwoods  farming  country,  the  upper 
classmen  thought  he  would  be  im- 


pressed by  the  new  dairy  barns  under 
construction.  Willie  Sazmaria  was 
indeed  impressed,  and  decidedly 
astounded  that  such  a beautiful  brick 
structure  shoud  be  a barn.  The  upper 
classman  explained  that  Maryland 
was  an  up  to  date  university  and  so  of 
course  had  to  follow  the  ultra-modern 
trend. 

"Ah  jes  kain't  git  this  here  new 
tangled  stuff  thru  mah  haid,”  was 
Willie's  only  answer. 

As  they  passed  the  horticulture 
building  on  the  way  back  to  the  dorms, 
the  upper  classman  casually  stated 
that  the  group  of  buildings  down  by 
the  dairy  were  the  old  barns,  but 
they  weren't  worth  lookin'  at. 


Two  hours  later  the  tremendous 
voice  of  an  Arkansas  hog-caller 
resounded  over  the  whole  campus, 
"FIRE!  FIRE!" 

People  came  running  from  far  and 
near  shouting, 

"Where?" 

"Turn  in  an  alarm!" 

"Where  is  it?" 

"Down  at  the  old  barn!"  Willie 
shouted,  "That  durn  new  f angled 
silo's  on  fahr!" 

"You  damn  fool,  scratch  the  hay 
seed  out  of  your  hair,  that's  the  smoke 
stack  on  the  heating  plant!" 

— K.  W.  Price. 


"Don't  you  think  Sarah's  getting  a bit  stage-struck?" 
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“Glockenspiel  Pleases 

Siebeneichen’  ’ 

Headline  in  Diamondback 

While  the  World  went  spinning 
glumly 

Through  the  nothingness  of  spaces, 
And  professors  droned  on  dumbly 
Without  sunshine  in  their  faces; 
While  the  students  fussed  with  lichen, 
Or  with  Addison  and  Steele, 
Sergeant  Otto  Siebeneichen 
Went  and  got  a Glockenspiel ! 


If  you  give  consideration 
To  a godsome  act  like  this. 

You  should  shimmer  with  elation; 
Throw  the  man  an  airy  kiss  . . . 

For  it's  men  like  Sergeant  Otto, 
With  an  ardent  eye  for  whimsy 
Who  will  keep  a mind  from  blotto; 
Keep  a spine  from  getting  flimsy. 


For  it  might  have  been  an  oboe. 
Or  a sax,  or  something  hot. 

But  the  Sergeant  said  "it's  no  go,'' 
And  a glockenspiel  he  got. 

— Well,  of  course  he  must  have 
thought  it 

An  important  thing  to  buy — 

(But  we  kind  of  think  he  got  it 
With  a twinkle  in  his  eye  . . . ) 

— C.  K. 


CH^PT/ 

"I  thought  you  said  you  were  going  to  Montgomery  Ward!'' 


The  sentry  challenged  the  uniformed  figure  that  had 
entered  the  camp. 

"Major  Jones,''  came  the  reply. 

"Sorry,  sir,''  said  the  sentry,  "Fraid  I can't  let  you 
proceed  without  the  password.” 

"Drat  it,  man.  I've  forgotten  it,"  snapped  the  other, 
"but  you  know  me  well  enough.” 

"Can't  help  it,  sir,”  persisted  the  sentry.  "Must  have 
the  password.” 

"Don't  stand  there  arguing  all  night.  Bill,”  came  a 
voice  from  the  guard  tent.  "Shoot  'im.” 

— "Pointer.” 


A lad  looking  through  the  telescope  on  top  of  the 
Botany  building  the  other  night  muttered,  "Lord.” 
Pretty  good  telescope. 


Guy:  "Since  I met  you  I can't  eat,  I can't  sleep, 

I can't  drink.” 

Gal;  "Why  not?” 

Guy:  "I'm  broke.” 

— "Dodo.” 


Eighteen 
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VIVA 


Mr.  Strauss  looked  sadly  the  other  way  and  told  them 

Not  to  look  so  dammed  grim 

And  that  it  would  All  be  over  in  a day  or  two — 

That  they  would  forget 

That  there  had  ever  been  such  a person  as  Molly  Steel. 
But  there  were  bloodstains  on  the  hands  he  thrust 
Into  his  pockets.  "I  must  go  and  wash  my  hands,” 

Mr.  Strauss  told  them  sadly,  and  left. 

They  guessed  desperately  this  person  and  that  person 
And  then  gave  up. 

Grief  for  Molly  Steel  waned  like  a sombre  twilight 
And  they  went  their  ways,  forgetting. 

Off  in  the  woods,  vultures  grew  stout  and  bright-eyed 


And  wolves  and  woodsy  things  were  healthy  for  a while. 

Until  the  bones  of  Molly  Steel  were  dry  and  white  and 
meatless 

In  the  sun. 

Such  is  the  briefness  of  joy;  the  shallowness  of  pain. 

The  futility  of  revenge. 

Oh  of  course  they  guessed  Mr.  Strauss,  later — things  led 
his  way. 

And  his  toes  curled  up:  his  hair  singed,  and  his  heart 
shuddered 

And  stopped  in  the  mighty  voltage;  he  was  unstrapped 

And  plopped  into  a narrow  box  like  a sack  of  mash. 

Such  is  the  leveling  of  the  dust  by  wind. 

— C.  K. 


"Look,  Larry,  Spring!” 
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AGATHA 


OR 

Come  Up  and  Simile  Some  time 

OR 

Haven’t  We  Metaphor  Some  place? 

By  Christine  Kempton 


I FMSHWW  ^ 
; smokino  secw’ 


Little  white  pebbles  of  tears  rolled 
down  the  satin  of  Agatha's  cheek 
. . . She  lifted  the  weary  blue  buttons 
that  were  her  eyes,  to  her  lover's 
face.  He  remained,  cold  and  slippery 
as  an  eel;  and  an  eel  he  was,  his  eyes 
darting  in  his  face  like  black  swallows. 

"But  you  d-don't  love  me?''  sighed 
Agatha  hopelessly. 

"I  seen  you  with  another  man," 
grumbled  her  lover,  and  Agatha's 
little  puppy  of  a heart,  crept  ashamedly 
down  to  her  shoes.  The  roses,  bud- 
ding in  her  cheeks,  bloomed  fully 
and  redly,  and  the  pebbles  started 
falling  again. 

"Speak  not  another  word,"  said  her 
lover,  and  the  gust  of  wind  which 
carried  the  black  spiders  of  his  words 
out  of  his  mouth,  was  like  the  evening 
breeze  off  of  the  swamp. 

"Don't  leave  me,"  murmured 
Agatha,  with  a sigh  that  sounded  like 
water  running  gently  in  the  tub. 

But  her  lover  turned  from  her,  and 
grabbed  up  his  coat,  which  was  like 
a dead,  black  bear,  lying  on  the 
couch.  He  jerked  it  around  his 
shoulders,  and  charged  for  the  door, 
like  a wild  ant-eater,  head  down. 

"Come  back,"  moaned  Agatha, 
stretching  forth  two  hands,  that  hung 
from  her  wrists  like  wet  handker- 
chiefs. But  the  door  slammed.  He 
was  gone. 

Then,  from  an  outer  room,  there 
was  the  noise  of  footsteps,  and 
the  great,  guivering  jelly  that  was 
Agatha's  mother  appeared  in  the 
doorway. 

"Vat?  Dat  man  here  again?"  she 
said  fiercely,  baring  her  teeth  like  a 
bat  caught  in  somebody's  hair. 

"I  love  him,  mother,"  sighed 


Agatha,  sinking  into  a chair  like  the 
Lusitania. 

"Veil,  vy  he  go?"  snarled  her 
mother. 

"Because  he  seen  me  with  another 
man,"  said  Agatha,  catching  the 
pebbles  of  her  tears,  and  slinging 
them  one  by  one  into  the  yawning 
mouth  of  the  pot-bellied  Chinese  vase. 

"Vat  man  vas  you  with?  Harry?" 
asked  her  mother,  her  words  bouncing 
from  the  fat  steaks  of  her  lips  to 
Agatha's  trembling  ivory  ears. 

"Yas,  Harry,"  sighed  Agatha. 

"Veil,  he's  a fine  boy,  and  I like 
him,  and  I vish  you'd  be  with  him 
for  better  or  for  vorse,"  said  her 
mother,  grinning  like  a pair  of  false 
teeth  in  a glass  of  water  at  her  guick 
wit. 

"But  I don't  love  him,  I don't  love 
him,"  sighed  Agatha,  getting  up  and 
striding  around  the  floor,  like  a 
caged  ibis. 

"Vat's  the  matter  with  Harry?" 
asked  Agatha's  mother.  "A  truer 
man  you  would  find  nowhere  else." 
But  Agatha  caught  the  words  and 
stuffed  them  into  her  pocket  like  old 
fish-hooks,  without  hearing  them. 

(Continued  on  page  21) 
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...  and  one  inside  white  paraffin  wrap- 
per from  a tin  of  Kd^eworth  Jr. 
make  tiiis  amazing  offer  of  a $1.00 
English  Type  F'olding  Pouch  in  Kep 
Cloth  with  Rubberized  Liner  for  only 
10(  and  one  wrapper  just  to  persuade 
vou  to  try  Edgeworth  Jr.  Buy  a tin  of 
K<lgewort  h Jr.  to<lay.  Takeout  the  inside 
wrapper.  Send  the  wrapper  and  your 
ilime  t€>get  her  with  t his  cou|>on  (or  write 
your  narvie,  C(»llege  and  address  on  the 
wrapper)  — and  we  will  send  your  pouch 
immediately.  Only  one  to  a customer. 


SPECIAL  I 

INTRODUCTORY  OFFER  j 

I 

I.jirus  & Bro.  Co.,  Hichmoml,  Va«  | 

Enclosed  fiml  lOr  and  one  insttle  white  par-  I 
aHin  wrapper  from  a tin  of  E<lgew«»rth  Jr.,  I 
for  which  send  me  $1.00  value  silk  tobacco  | 
pouch  in  my  college  colors. 


City 

COLLEGE- 


-State^ 


Offer  good  for  only  30  day* 


Twenty 
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A PROM-ISING  OUTLOOK 

In  the  past  few  years  there  has  been  much  dissatis- 
faction expressed  on  the  campus  over  the  choice  of 
orchestras  for  the  Junior  Prom.  This  year  in  an  attempt 
to  avoid  this  annual  griping,  "The  Old  Line,”  at  the 
behest  of  the  Junior  Prom  Committee,  is  endeavouring  to 
discover  which  orchestras  have  gained  general  campus 
approval  at  the  present  time.  All  juniors  and  seniors  are 
therefore  invited  to  use  the  form  below  to  express  their 
choice  of  orchestras.  The  orchestra  receiving  the  most 
votes  will  not  necessarily  be  the  one  selected — contracts 
made  far  in  advance  make  it  difficult  to  obtain  leading 
bands  in  less  than  six  months'  time — but  a sincere 
endeavour  will  be  made  by  the  committee  to  sign  one  of 
the  bands  with  the  greatest  student  popularity.  A ballot 
box  will  be  placed  in  the  post  office  in  the  basement  of 
the  Administration  Building,  or  replies  may  be  addressed 
to  John  Muncks,  Prom  Chairman,  P.  O.  Box  1240. 
The  following  orchestras  have  already  been  suggested 
and  are  now  under  consideration: 


Charles  Barnet 
Henry  Busse 
Tommy  Dorsey 
Eddie  Duchin 

East  Hagerstown  Symphony 

Shep  Fields 

Ted  Fio-Rito 

Jan  Garber 

Benny  Goodman 

Glen  Gray 

George  Hall 

Mai  Hallett 

Your  choice 


Herbie  Kaye 
Kay  Kayser 
Hal  Kemp 
Guy  Lombardo 
Russ  Morgan 
Ozzie  Nelson 
Ray  Noble 
Joe  Sanders 

Seibeneichen's  Swing  Sextet 
Artie  Shaw 
Dick  Stabile 
Ted  Weems 


Here  lies  an  Atheist. 

All  Dressed  Up  and  No  Place  to  Go. 


In  Soda  Parlor:  "Say,  Will,  why  doncha  use  the 

other  straw  too?” 

"What  for?  I ain't  emptied  this  one  yet.” 

— "Stone  Mill.” 


"I  see  in  the  papers  that  a guy  ate  six  dozen  pancakes.” 
"Oh.  How  waffle.” 


TREAT  YOUR  GIRL  ROUGH  IF  YOU 
WANT  HER  TO  LIKE  YOU 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

woman  back  on  her  old  pedestal.  In  this  day  of  women, 
engineers,  women  doctors,  women  financiers,  a girl  likes 
to  feel  that  she  is  the  egual  of  her  boy  friend — even 
though,  deep  down,  she  is  convinced  of  her  own  super- 
iority. And  her  idea  of  this  eguality  usually  takes  the 
form  of  the  aforementioned  rough  treatment  through 
which,  she  believes,  men  recognize  that  her  place  is  no 
longer  in  the  home — at  least,  not  her  own  home. 

And  so,  voicing  the  opinion  of  many  of  my  cohorts,  I 
say  that  if  you  would  win  the  girl  of  your  choice,  forget 
that  the  word  consideration  exists.  Treat  the  girl  as 
though  she  were  a very  unpleasant  looking  and  dis- 
agreeable cousin  forced  on  you  for  the  day.  Take  her  to 
a dance  and  spend  the  intermissions  with  one  of  her 
sorority  sisters.  Or,  better  still,  make  the  date  for  the 
dance,  and  then  take  her  to  the  nearest  two-bit  show, 
making  sure  that  it  is  one  she  has  seen  before.  After  the 
show,  assert  your  superiority:  treat  her  rough  and 
remember  that  any  objections  are,  at  best,  only  meant 
half-heartedly.  Bring  her  in  ten  minutes  late,  and  then 
don't  speak  to  her  next  time  you  meet  on  the  campus.  If 
you  do  not  win  her  after  using  this  method,  rest  assured 
that,  by  all  standards,  she  is  not  worth  the  winning. 


The  Cause  of  It  All. 
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Twenty-one 


AGATHA 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

'T  will  not  listen,"  said  Agatha. 

"Veil  don't.  But  here  comes  Harry 
now!"  With  a leer  that  stretched  the 
mossy  bog  of  her  face,  Agatha's 
mother  left  the  room. 

The  front  door  opened  and  in  came 
Harry. 

"Hello,  Agatha,"  said  Harry,  his 
voice  like  a wad  of  cotton. 

"Hi,  Harry,"  sighed  Agatha,  list- 
lessly, her  chin  guivering  like  a 
restless  dove. 

"I've  come  not  to  mince  words,  but 
to  tell  you  something,"  said  Harry. 

Agatha's  eyes  played  baseball  with 
each  other.  She  got  up  angrily. 

"Spill,"  she  said  tersely. 

"I  love  you  and  marry  me," 
gasped  Harry,  his  nose  turning  red 
with  the  coldness  of  the  proxmity  of 
the  heaving  cake  of  ice  that  was 
Agatha. 

Agatha  made  a noise  like  the  last 
water  going  down  the  sink. 

"Get."  she  said  tersely. 

"But  Agatha!"  pleaded  Harry. 

"Get."  said  Agatha  tersely. 

"I  have  everything  to  offer,"  said 
Harry,  his  voice  like  a chicken  with 
pneumonia. 

"Come  in  and  have  a cup  of  tea," 
said  Agatha's  mother,  molding  her- 
self into  the  doorway,  with  a smile 
that  if  it  had  been  put  in  the  Fehling 
solution,  it  would  have  turned  brick 
red. 

"Thank  you,  Mrs.  Agatha,"  said 
Harry  relievedly. 

"I  leave,"  said  Agatha,  tossing  her 
head  like  an  ox  which  a bee  has 
stung  in  the  ear. 

"You  stay,"  said  her  mother,  her 
voice  crushing  Agatha  like  a steam 
roller. 

After  tea,  guiet  settled,  like  a thick 
frost  over  the  room. 

"I'm  going  upstairs  to  get  my  hair- 
ribbon,"  said  Agatha  suddenly.  I'll 
be  right  down."  She  left  with  the 
swiftness  of  a hit  golf  ball. 

The  lumbering  turtles  that  were  the 
minds  of  Harry  and  Agatha's  mother. 


did  not  think  anything  wrong  until  an 
hour  later,  when  Agatha  had  not 
returned. 

"I  vender  where  is  Agatha?"  said 
the  mother.  They  went  upstairs  to 
see,  and  they  found  that  the  sheets 
had  been  knotted  and  let  down  out  of 
the  window  from  Agatha's  room. 
Over  the  bed  and  floor  were  bits  of 
underwear,  like  pink  apple  peelings, 
that  Agatha  had  dropped  while 
packing.  ^ 

"She's  gone,"  said  Harry  and 
Agatha's  mother,  their  voices  slipping 
out  like  tallow,  and  hardening  in  the 
cold  sadness  of  the  atmosphere. 

Meanwhile  Agatha  arrived  at  her 
lover's  house,  and  her  knuckles 
rapped  on  the  door  like  duck  bills, 
timidly  pecking. 

The  door  opened,  and  her  man 
stood  there,  and  his  breathing  was  the 


sound  of  distant  ocean  waves  bearing 
up  to  the  shore. 

"Why  did  you  come?"  he  said, 
growling. 

"To  tell  you  that  there's  nothing 
between  me  and  Harry  and  the  gate- 
post," said  Agatha  nervously.  "I 
wish  to  enter." 

"Well,  enter  then,"  said  the  man, 
throwing  open  the  door.  Agatha 
stepped  inside,  one  foot  in  front  of  the 
other,  like  little  snails. 

"Are  you  afraid?"  asked  the  lover, 
his  voice  like  burned  bacon. 

"N-n-n-n-n-no,"  whispered  Agatha, 
like  a windy  pine  tree. 

"Well,  come  on  in  the  living  room," 
said  the  lover,  pushing  aside  the 
drapery,  and  letting  the  spell  of  him 
fall  about  her  like  a fish-net.  Agatha 
entered,  and  her  eyes  bulged  as  big 
as  bottles.  Before  the  fire  was  a 
woman,  with  hair  curled  like  thick 
metal  cylinders  of  aluminum.  She 


turned  as  Agatha  entered,  and  her 
eyes  burned  steadily  like  candles  in 
the  tallow  of  her  face.  Her  lips 
crawled  over  her  teeth  like  red  worms. 

"This  is  Agatha,"  said  the  man, 
entering  behind  the  girl. 

"Who  are  you?"  Agatha  asked 
the  woman,  a note  in  her  voice  like 
that  of  a lost  dog  baying  a dying 
moon. 

"His  wife,"  said  the  woman,  point- 
ing to  the  man  with  a stone  finger. 

"Oh,"  said  Agatha,  and  had  to 
listen  hard  to  be  sure  she  heard 
herself.  "Then  I shall  go,  then." 
And  she  turned,  a sob  in  her  throat. 
But  before  she  left,  she  turned  and 
looked  daggers  at  the  region  of  the 
lover's  heart.  He  staggered,  and  fell, 
and  blood  spurted  from  him  in  a 
high,  red  arch.  Agatha  walked 
proudly  under  the  arch;  out  of  the 
door,  and  sped  like  an  ostrich  through 
the  town  and  to  her  own  front  door, 
out  of  which  Harry  was  coming,  like 
a dejected  lizard. 

"Harry!"  said  Agatha,  a humming 
bird  flitting  in  her  voice. 

"Agatha!"  said  Harry,  coming  to 
her  like  an  octupus,  and  remaining 
like  an  octupus. 

There  was  a light  in  an  upstairs 
window,  and  Agatha's  mother's  face 
rose  like  a moon,  over  the  sill. 

"Ahhh,"  sighed  the  mother,  like 
the  sound  of  wheatena  cooking. 


I wish  I were  a moment 
In  my  professor's  class. 

For  no  matter  how  idle  moments  are. 
They  always  seem  to  pass. 

— "Texas  Ranger." 


There  was  a crooked  man 

And  he  walked  a crooked  mile 
He  found  a crooked  sixpence — 
Boy,  I'm  glad  I don't  drink. 

— "Owl." 
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ORIENTATION 


{Continued  from  page  14) 


must  condition  them  so  that  they  may  best  cope  with  the 
difficulties  of  the  coming  year." 

Turning  on  the  two  yearlings,  he  commanded,  "Come 
on,  you  rats."  Pushing  Billy  and  Joe  sguirming  before 
them,  yelling  and  laughing,  the  four  upperclassmen 
rushed  out  of  the  dorm  and  down  the  hill  to  the  stadium. 

After  arriving  in  the  huge  bowl,  two  of  the  Sophs 
began  to  goad  Billy  around  the  cinder-path,  exclaiming 
as  they  imagined  they  saw  the  pounds  fall  off  one  by  one. 
The  other  two  set  Joe  to  eating  grass  "to  make  him  grow 
big."  They  too  exclaimed  how  Joe  was  gaining  height 
and  weight.  While  Billy  sweated  and  grunted  around 
the  track,  his  legs  twisting  and  bending  beneath  him, 
Joe  knelt  on  his  hands  and  knees  chewing  and  swallowing 
great  double  handfuls  of  grass  fed  to  him  by  his  tor- 
mentors. As  he  downed  the  sixth  handful  Billy  came 
puffing  around  the  track  with  the  two  Sophomores 
running  agilely  behind  him.  The  runner  and  his 
followers  ressembled  nothing  so  much  as  a great  St. 
Bernard  with  two  terriers  nipping  at  his  heels. 

On  Billy's  arrival,  the  Sophs  suddenly  grew  very 
serious.  Their  leadr  shrilled  vindictively,  "Hey!  What 
are  you  Frosh  doing  enjoying  yourselves  here  when  you 
should  be  at  the  meeting?"  He  and  his  three  cohorts 
grabbed  Billy  and  Joe  by  the  seats  of  their  pants  and  ran 
them,  dancing,  up  the  hill  and  into  the  university 
auditorium. 

The  president  of  the  S.  A.  A.  was  exhorting  the 
assembled  Frosh  to  do  great  things  while  at  State.  The 
four  Sophomores  pushed  the  two  red-faced  yearlings 
into  seats  near  the  door  and,  folding  their  arms,  stood 
guard  over  them. 

For  several  minutes  after  this  interruption,  the 
speaker's  voice  droned  on.  Then  Billy  surged  up  out 
of  his  seat  and  yelled,  "Class  of  1940,  up  and  at  'em!" 

At  his  cry  the  Freshmen  piled  out  of  their  seats  without 
a moment's  hesitation  and  descended  upon  the  four 
surprised  Sophomores.  Unmindful  of  the  cries  of  the 
upperclassmen  on  the  stage,  they  milled  around  the 
Sophs  and  prepared  to  massacre  them.  Billy  and  Joe 
found  themselves  in  the  midst  of  the  surging  mob. 

As  usual  under  such  circumstances  pandemonium 
reigned.  The  Sophs  were  screaming  at  the  tops  of  their 
voices,  "'39,  '39!"  Almost  immediately.  Sophomores 
began  to  stream  into  the  auditorium. 

Despite  the  admonitions  of  the  S.  A.  A.  president  and 
the  cries  of  other  upperclassmen,  a mass  fight  ensued. 
The  Frosh  were  game,  but  unorganized,  and  the  Sophs 
came  out  of  the  auditorium  driving  a somewhat  subdued 
but  defiant  group  of  yearlings  ahead  of  them.  Screaming 
loudly,  they  drove  the  Frosh  toward  the  creek  running 


through  the  campus.  A dunking  was  in  prospect  for 
the  yearlings. 

Billy  and  Joe  were  at  the  head  of  the  group.  Their 
shirts  were  torn,  their  faces  bloody,  and  their  hair 
dishevelled.  Joe  suddenly  felt  very  happy.  He  looked 
at  Billy  with  admiration  in  his  eyes.  As  if  by  a single 
thought,  they  clasped  hands.  Throwing  their  arms 
around  each  others'  shoulders,  heads  up,  they  marched 
boldly  toward  the  creek.  The  Frosh  looked  at  Billy  and 
Joe,  and  then  with  contemptuous  glances  at  the  Sophs, 
they  followed.  The  Class  of  '40  had  shown  its  teeth, 
and  Billy  and  Joe  were  oriented. 


TERRAPIN  INN 

The  Place  To  Eat 

COLLEGE  AVENUE  (Right  off  Boulevard) 


Or. 


leue' 


<.’aa/y  / 


Hyattsville,  Md.  Telephone  Hyattsville  706 

Opposite  Prince  George's  Bank 

35c.  Service,  3 for  $1.00 

By  Expert  Operators  and  Best  Supplies 
Modern  and  Spacious 
Hours  9 to  9 

Free  Souvenirs  if  you  mention  this  ad 


Hyattsville  Hardware  Co.,  Inc. 

Dealers  in 

HARDWARE  - CUTLERY  - TOOLS 
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It’s  a Maryland 
Tradition! 

xAfter  the  game,  in  the 
evening,  at  lunch,  at 
any  and  all  times 
Marylanders  get  to- 
gether you’ll  find  them 
at  the  Varsity  Grill — 
newly  renovated.  Your 
school  spirit  cannot  be 
par  until  you  are  a 
regular  patron. 


The  Varsity  Grill 

E.  F.  ZALESAK,  ’25,  Proprietor 
Deliveries  after  8 p.  m. 
Berwyn  300 


Visitor:  "And  v/hat  is  your  name, 

my  good  man?"  

Prisoner:  "333." 

Visitor:  "Is  that  your  real  name?" 

Prisoner:  "No,  that's  my  pen 

name." 


COME  HERE...RAT! 

Oh,  the  campus  is  quite  pleasant. 
Grass  and  trees,  and  this  and  that. 
And  you  so  enjoy  the  scenery, 

'Till  some  one  yells: 

"COME  HERE  . . . RAT!" 

The  boys  are  all  quite  friendly 
When  they're  rushing  for  a frat. 

And  you  say,  "What  splendid 
fellows" 

Then  some  calls  out: 

"COME  HERE  . . . RAT!" 

You  don't  mind  Freshman  customs. 
Don't  mind  wearing  funny  hats. 

Don't  mind  saying:  "Hello,  fellows" 
But  that  darned  cry: 

"COME  HERE  . . . RATS!" 

Aww,  it's  all  so  darn  joy-killing. 
Worse  than  vicious  paddle  pats. 

Just  to  have  to  come  a running 
When  a Soph  says: 

"COME  HERE  . . . RATS!" 

Never  sigh  my  little  freshmen 
You’ll  be  Sophs,  remember  that. 
Then  you’ll  have  that  splendid 
feeling. 

When  you  shout  out: 

"COME  HERE  . . . RAT!" 

— G.  E. 


R.O.T.— See 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

tion  approaches  the  Voice.  At  first  it 
appears  to  be  merely  a shapeless 
brown  mass.  However,  closer  in- 
spection shows  the  tips  of  fingers 
projecting  just  beyond  the  end  of 
what  must  be  sleeves,  and  a pair  of 
feet  projecting  well  beyond  the  end 
of  what  must  be  trousers.  A hat  is 
pulled  rakishly  over  both  ears.  It  is 
our  frosh.  As  he  hears  the  Voice  we 
hear  him  croak,  "Don't  you  think,  sir, 
that  it's  just  a trifle  lar — ?" 

The  response,  spoken  as  one  word 
is,  "A  perfect  fit.  Sign  your  receipt 
and  report  to  drill  Friday." 

And  oddly  enough,  he  always 
does.  — Jerry  Hardy. 


Conversation  overheard  in  chicken 
incubator: 

"Come  on,  fellows;  let's  go.  Last 
one  out's  a rotten  egg." 


"You  know  the  old  saying,  what 
you  don't  know  won't  hurt  you?" 

"So  what?" 

"That  makes  you  invulnerable." 


Did  you  say  you  are  subject  to  fits? 
Yes. 

What  do  you  do  when  you  have  one? 
Oh,  just  walk  back  and  froth. 
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SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 
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1212  19th  Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


Twenty-four 


THE  OLD  LINE 


WE  offer  You 
These  LOW  Prices 

Meals  $25.00  per  month  Breakfast  25i 

Rooms  ...  $15.00  per  month  .Luncheon  25c 

Both  $36.00  per  month  Dinner  50,ti 

Also  weekly  rates 

THE  HOMESTEAD 

617  YALE  AVE.  Berwyn  195 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


Hoffm  an^s  Home  Appliances 

Candler  H.  Hoffman,  Mgr.  A X A,  ’31 

R.C.  A.— Victor  Radios  & Records 

Anything  Electrical 

86  Maryland  Ave.,  Hyattsville,  Md. 

Greenwood  2211 

NEVER  GIVE  A SUCKER  AN  EVEN  BREAK 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

quiet.  They  love  peace  and  quiet  about  as  much  as  they 
do  an  8:20  on  the  morninq  after  a Rossbourq.  If  you  find 
your  best  boy-friend  is  becoming  too  happily  settled, 
wake  him  up.  Make  him  worry.  Make  him  be  unhappy 
for  one  evening.  He  will  be  back  all-attention  the  next. 
DON'T  HESITATE  TO  BREAK  A DATE  IF  A BETTER 
ONE  TURNS  UP.  The  victim  may  moan  for  a while,  but 
if  you  do  it  right,  he'll  eat  it  up.  He  is  then  convinced 
that  he  has  dangerous  competition;  and  what  man 
doesn't  love  the  zest  of  competition  in  the  chase!  His 
pride  may  be  hurt,  but  he'll  try  even  harder  to  convince 
you  that  he  isn't  such  a bad  guy  after  all. 

And  so,  coeds,  if  you  would  have  a date-book  filled  up 
for  weeks  ahead,  be  independent,  a good  sport  meeting 
the  boys  on  their  own  level.  Males,  although  they  won't 
admit  it,  like  to  feel  sorry  for  themselves.  They  love  to 
feel  mistreated.  So  hand  them  back  a taste  of  that 
"inferior-sex"  stuff  they  used  to  hand  our  grandmothers; 
and  you're  headed  for  a place  among  the  best-rating 
coeds  on  the  campus. 


"A  widow  is  the  most  fortunate  woman  in  the  world. 
She  knows  all  about  men,  and  all  the  men  who  know 
anything  about  her  are  dead." 


A gentleman,  on  being  informed  that  he  was  the  proud 
father  of  triplets,  was  so  overjoyed  at  the  news  that  he 
rushed  immediately  to  the  hospital,  where  his  wife  and 
newly  acquired  family  were,  and  dashed  pell-mell  into 
the  room. 

The  nurse,  being  out  at  the  time,  was  irritated  upon 
her  return  and  remostrated  with  the  father. 

"Don't  you  know  better  than  to  come  here  in  germ- 
filled  clothes?  Why,  you're  not  sterile." 

He  looked  at  her  lor  a moment  and  then  said,  "Lady, 
are  you  telling  me?" 


SPORTS  FORECAST  FOR  1936 


September  1.  Athletic  year  begins  as  unknown 
sports  editor  looks  over  Maryland  football  schedule  which 
lists  six  trips  in  ten  games  and  dubs  the  Old  Liners 
"The  Rover  Boys.” 

October  5.  Interfraternity  touch  league  opens  as 
Delta  Sig  borrows  three  dollars  from  a KA.  (Ed.  note — 
that  was  no  Delta  Sig;  that  was  a magician.) 

October  15.  Rush  fesitivities  reach  climax  as  ATO 
puts  pledge  buttons  on  four  tackling  dummies. 

November  10.  "What  will  this  man  Mackert  think 
of  next,”  remarks  Postmaster  Gelinas  as  Post  Office  is 
put  on  Intramural  basis. 

January  13.  Maryland  opens  boxing  season  with 
Richmond  University.  4,000  fans  impatiently  demand 
action  as  Tom  (Politician)  Birmingham,  acting  from  force 
of  habit,  continues  to  shake  hand  with  opponent  during 
entire  first  round  of  125  pound  battle. 

February  2.  Six  trackmen  sign  up  lor  Race  Psy- 
chology. 

February  3.  Same  six  trackmen  drop  Race  Psy- 
chology upon  finding  that  it  is  not  taught  by  Swede 
Eppley. 

February  15.  Third  Annual  All-University  night 
staged.  Program  includes,  among  other  features,  adagio 
dance  starring  Shorty  Chumbris  and  Vic  Willis  with 
Jeanne  Solliday  as  adogieuse;  exhibition  of  tumbling  by 
the  Riding  Club;  magic  tricks  with  a football  by  the 
Varsity  backfield;  burlesgue  show  by  the  W.  A.  A.;  and 
penny-pitching  contest  by  members  of  the  audience. 
After  months  of  rehearsal  University  Chorus  sings 
"Maryland,  My  Maryland”  in  swing  time. 

February  19.  Fan-packed  Coliseum  thrown  into 
panic  at  conclusion  of  basketball  game,  as  boxing  ring  is 
rolled  out  disclosing  six  coeds  left  over  from  All-Uni- 
versity night. 

March  4-6.  A1  Waters  leads  Southern  Conference 
Basketball  scorers.  When  asked  how,  A1  replies  "Hoops, 
my  dear!” 

April  10.  Bill  Guckeyson  out  to  test  arm  allegedly 
broken,  aided  by  strong  north  wind,  throws  javelin  down 
chimney  of  Sigma  Nu  house.  In  vain  attempt  at  recovery 
Pat  Patterson  and  three  assistant  managers  catch  the  flu. 

April  3.  Lacrosse  season  opens — opposing  coach 
protests  on  grounds  that,  with  Bill  Mitchell  in  the  line-up, 
Maryland  is  playing  by  1932  rules  which  permit  12 
men  on  a side. 

April  12.  Coach  Shipley  discovers  new  pitching 
sensation  on  midnight  visit  to  press  box. 

May  1.  First  All-University  Women's  Hockey  sguad 
picked.  Kappas  place  six  on  first  team. 

May  15.  Interfraternity  Council  and  Pan-Hel  sponsor 
joint  track  meet.  Phi  Sigs  and  KD's  finish  neck  and 
neck.  Sigmafisigmas  win  broad  jump. 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  For 
College  Publications 
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CRANFORD'S  GRILL 

Soda  Fountain 

Toasted  Sandwiches  a Specialty 
3 Regular  Meals  Daily 
Home  Made  Pies 

Corner  Johnson  and  Rhode  Island  Ave. 
HYATTSVILLE,  MD. 


• Camels  are  made  from  firrer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  ..  .Turkish  and 
Domestic  . . . than  any  other  popular  brand. 


CHAMPION  BOWLER. 

Johnny  Murphy  says; 
"Smoking  Camels  at 
meals  and  after  works 
out  swell  in  my  case!” 


WITH  healthy  nerves  and 
good  digestion,  you  feel 
on  top  of  the  world. 

When  you  smoke  Camels 
with  your  meals  and  after, 
tension  is  lessened.  The  flow 
of  digestive  fluids  speeds  up. 
And  alkalinity  is  increased. 
For  "lift”  and  "for  digestion’s 
sake,”  the  answer  is  Camels. 
Camels  set  you  right! 


AFTER  THE  GREATEST  FINISH  under  hre  in 
golfing  history,  Tony  Manero  gets  set  for 
hearty  eating  by  smoking  Camels.  He  won 
the  1936  National  Open  with  a spectacular 
282.  His  digestion  stands  the  strain  of  the 
long  grind  because,  as  Tony  says:  "I’ll  go  on 
record  any  time  as  one  who  thanks  Camels  for 
stimulating  digestion.  I feel  cheered  up  while 
I’m  eating— enjoy  my  food  more— and  have  a 
feeling  of  ease  afterward  when  I enjoy  Camels 
along  with  my  meals.  Camels  set  me  right.” 


Copyright,  1936,  R,  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 

WHETHER  YOU  ARE 
CATCHING  A QUICK  BITE 
OR  DINING  IN  STATE- 


COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 


/ 


1 


i 


HOMECOMINO  « 


DEEP  INTO  THE  WOODS. 

No  luxuries  here,  as  "Herb” 
Welch  — famous  Maine 
Guide — makes  noon  camp. 
Hearty  outdoor  appetites 
welcome  the  sense  of  diges- 
tive well-being  that  smok- 
ing Camels  encourages.  As 
"Herb”  says:  "I’ve  lived  on 
dried  meat  and  I’ve  dined 
on  the  best— but  no  matter 
what  I’m  eating,  it  always 
tastes  better  and  digests  bet- 
ter when  I smoke  Camels.” 


WHEREVER... 

WHATEVER... 

WHENEVER 

YOU  EAT- 


GLIDER  CHAMPION.  Mrs.  D. 
Holderman  says:  "A  few  Camels, 
and  I eat  with  relish  and  feel 
cheery  and  at  ease  afterward.” 


Smoking  Camels  encourages  a proper  flow  of  digestive 
fluids ...  increases  alkalinity ...  brings  a sense  of  well-being 


creases.  You  enjoy  your  food — 
and  have  a feeling  of  ease  and 
contentment  after  eating.  Meal- 
time or  anytime — make  it  Camels 
— for  digestion’s  sake,  for  Camel’s 
invigorating  "lift,”  for  mildness 
and  fine  flavor.  Camels  do  not 
get  on  your  nerves. 


eat  over  a thousand  meals 
-L  a year!  Food  is  varied.  Place 
and  time  often  differ.  Yet,  thanks 
to  Camels, you canhelpdigestion 
meet  these  changing  conditions 
easily.  Smoking  Camels  speeds 
up  the  flow  of  digestive  fluids. 


Tension  eases.  Alkalinity  in- 


Camels are  made  from  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
...Turkish  and  Domestic... 
than  any  other  popular  brand. 


ROUTES  100  TRAINS  A DAY. 

H.  M.  Wright,  train  director, 
says:  "I  smoke  Camels  and  I 
can  count  on  good  digestion.” 


Copyrltfht,  193H,  R.  J.  Reynold?*  Tobacco  Company 
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RELIEF 

"Why  Joe,  imagine  meeting  you 
here!  I didn't  know  you  were  going 
to  Cornell." 

"Oh,  sure.  My  brother's  a pro- 
fessor here,  y'  know." 

"Gee,  a professor?  I never  knew 
that." 

"Well,  he  isn't  exactly  a professor. 
That  is,  he's  an  assistant  professor." 

"That's  practically  the  same  thing, 
anyway,  isn't  it?" 

"Well,  not  guite.  They  really  call 
him  an  instructor." 

"As  long  as  he  teaches  here,  it 
doesn't  make  much  difference,  I 
guess." 

"Oh,  he  doesn't  exactly  teach. 
You  see,  he  helps  a professor  prepare 
for  his  lectures." 

"Oh  yes,  I see.  That  must  be 
pretty  hard  intellectual  work,  isn't  it?" 

"It's  hard  work,  but  it  really  isn't 
intellectual.  Maybe  I should  have 
said  that  he  gets  the  lecture  room 
ready  for  the  professor." 

"Sets  up  the  demonstration  appa- 
ratus, eh?" 

"Well,  you  might  say  that.  His 
work  is  more  in  the  nature  of  cleaning 
the  room  though." 

"He's  a university  employee,  any- 
way, then.  That's  something." 

"I  don't  really  know  whether  you'd 
call  him  a university  employee,  at 
that.  You  see,  he  doesn't  get  his  pay 
from  the  university.  It  comes  from 
the  government." 

"A  civil  service  job,  eh?" 

"No,  not  exactly.  It's  an  FERA  job." 

— "Cornell  Widow." 


Two  little  boys  stood  on  the  corner. 
A little  girl  passed  by. 

Said  One:  "Her  neck's  dirty." 

Said  the  Other:  "Her  does?" 


Professor:  "And  are  you  sure  that 
this  story  is  original?" 

Student:  "Certainly  it  is." 

Professor:  "Well,  well,  I did  not 

think  that  I would  ever  live  to  see  the 
day  when  I would  meet  Rudyard 
Kipling." 

— "Sundial." 


"Before  our  marriage  you  said  I 
was  your  guiding  star." 

"I  was  in  a fog  when  I said  it." 


A FRATERNITY  MAN’S  CREED 

1.  That  the  treasurer  and  caterer 
are  in  cahoots  to  gyp  and  starve 
everybody  in  the  house. 

2.  That  the  meals  are  the  worst  in 
town. 

3.  That  somebody  stole  the  tooth- 
paste he  left  in  the  bathroom. 

4.  That  there  is  never  any  hot 
water. 

5.  That  all  fraternities  are  models 
of  peace  and  harmony. 

6.  That  every  man  with  a lot  of 
keys  is  really  an  awful  heel. 

7.  That  every  one  who  has  any 
job  of  importance  is  a master  chiseler. 

8.  That  all  that  is  necessary  to  get 
pledges  is  to  have  a big  house. 

9 . That  every  other  house  observes 
study  hour. 

10.  That  it  would  be  nice  to  live 
alone  some  place  with  a lock  on  the 
door. 

— "Jack  o'Lantern." 


He:  "Do  you  remember  that  night 

I kissed  you  and  said  I would  love  you 
always?" 

She:  "Yes,  dear." 

He:  "I  was  afraid  you  would." 


"You're  an  apt  boy.  Is  your  sister 
apt  too?" 

"If  she  gets  a chance,  she's  apt  to." 


ONE  WHIFF  of  maverick  tobacco 
from  that  gurgling  old  pipe 
made  tlie  steer.s  cry  “Uncle!”  Per- 
sonally, 've  don’t  bold  with  strong 
pipes  and  bitter  blends.  We  feel  that 
a briar  is  improved  by  a daily  groom- 
ing and  a diet  of  milder,  pleasanter 
tobacco  like  Sir  Walter  Raleigb.  First, 
of  course,  because  we  make  it;  but 
also  because  this  great  blend  of  well- 
aged  Kentucky  Burleys  is  cooler  to 
smoke  and  delightfully  fragrant.  Try 
a tin.  You  may  not  round  up  as 
many  cattle,  but  you’ll  pull  in  a big 
gang  of  admiring  friends. 


SM^N6|b6AlCCO 

PIPE/uioCIGARETTES 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


UNION 


MADE 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 
your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet- 
er; how  to  break  in  a new  pipe. 
Write  for  copy  today.  Brown  & 
Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation, 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.W-611 
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The  A.  & M.  Cadet  Corps  was  on  a thirty-mile  hike  to 
Houston. 

After  walking  for  three  hours  the  major  halted  a farmer 
and  asked  him; 

"How  far  is  it  to  Houston?” 

"Oh,  about  ten  miles,”  replied  the  rustic. 

After  walking  another  hour  the  major  asked  another 
farmer  the  same  guestion. 

'T  should  say  about  ten  miles,”  was  the  reply. 

The  body  continued  on  its  weary  way  for  two  hours, 
and  then  they  came  to  a constable. 

”How  far  to  Houston?”  again  asked  the  captain. 

"About  ten  miles.” 

"Thank  God,”  cried  the  major,  "we're  holding  our 
own.” 

— "Texas  Ranger.” 
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SPEAKING  ON  BEHALF 

of 

THE  FACULTY  AND  STUDENT  BODY 

of 

THE  UNIVERSITY, 
EXTENDS  A WORD  OF  WELCOME 

to 

THE  ALUMNI: 


hello. 
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It  is  a sad  reflection  that  we  never  fully  appreciate  a 
woman's  touch  until  we  feel  it  on  our  own  purse-strings. 

A coed  on  the  University  of  Maryland  campus  with  any 
degree  of  intelligence  is  apt  to  be  more  in  vain  than 
just  vain. 


One  virtuous  Alphi  Xi  can  do  more  towards  starting  a 
flock  of  college  men  down  the  wrong  road  than  a house 
full  of  cherry-lipped  AOPis. 

The  real  trouble  probably  is,  that  all  coeds  are  just 
women — no  more,  and  too  often  much  less. 


The  coed  who  will  not  neck  does  not  exist.  It  is  The  current  stage  in  the  undermining  of  education  by 

admitted,  however,  that  occasionally  the  opportunity  just  the  female  sex  is  the  coed  school  —for  girls, 
doesn't  present  itself. 


On  the  subject  of  coeds  it  is 
important  to  cultivate  the  kind  of 
prejudices  which  keep  one  hope- 
ful that  they  might  possibly  be 

unnecessary  evils. 


The  first  thing  a freshman 
notices  when  he  hits  College 
Park  is  that  there  are  three  boys 
to  every  girl;  and  for  the  next 
four  years  he  tries  in  vain  to  prove 
to  himself  that  it  just  can't  be  so. 


The  love  of  one  female  for 
another  can  be  taken  for  granted 
only  if  they  speak  to  each  other 
after  rush  season  is  over. 


And  the  best  toast  heard  this 
year — Here's  to  the  light  that  lies 
in  women's  eyes — and  lies,  and 
lies,  and  lies. 


Coeds  are  not  catty,  as  a rule;  that  is,  if  you  pre- 
sume they  are  anything,  do  anything,  or  even  exist 
according  to  rule. 


A coed  school  is  admittedly  better  for  girls,  and 
an  all -male  school  is  better  for  boys.  So  we  solve 
the  problem  by  having  85  per  cent  of  our  schools 
coed. 


A coed  with  a long  tongue  is  more  dangerous  than  an 

evil-tempered  rattlesnake,  and,  unfortunately,  more  The  Kappas  are  a group  of  girls  who  thought  that 

common  in  the  temperate  zone.  John  Hebb  was  a nice  boy — last  year. 


By  Nancy  Anders 


n Knock, knocid 


Who’s  there? 
Wetherhy! 
Wetherhy  who? 


Wetherhy  hanged.  Lady!  “Weather” 
gets  the  ha-lia  from  Double -Mellow 
Old  Gold’s  do///>/e-Cellophane  package. 
Kain  or  shine!  Hot  or  cold!  Any  cli- 
mate! Anywhere!  Any  time!  . . . you’ll 
find  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds  are 
always  factory-fresh.  Thanks  to  those 
2 jackets  of  the  finest  moisture-proof 
Cellophane  on  every  package.  And  don’t 
forget  O.Gs.  are  blended  from  the 
choicest  of  the  prize  crop  tobaccos! 


ZIPS  OPEN  double-quick! 


Outer  Cellophane  Jai  ket  opens  from  the  Bottom. 
Inner  Cellophane  Jacket  opens  Iroin  the  Top. 

Copyright.  193G.  by  P.  Lorlllard  Co..  Inc. 


! 


PRIZE  CROP  TORACCOS  make™e»,  DOUBLE-MELLOW 
2 JACKETS  OF  “CELLOPHANE”  keep  ™em  FACTORY-FRESH 


1 


"By  my  troth,  Merlin,  thou  hast  indeed  discovered  the  elixir  of  life." 
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By  Pyke  Johnson 


Homecoming  for  most  aiumni 

at  most  colleges  must  be  a 
pretty  dull  affair.  Every  year  the 
same  routine  is  gone  through — foot- 
ball game,  class  reunions,  fraternity 
smokers,  and  the  regular  alumni 
dance.  But  we  imagine  that  Home- 
coming for  Maryland  alumni  must  be 
a rather  exciting  affair.  It  may  be  a 
bit  presumptuous  to  mention  it — 
certainly  it  is  not  at  all  modest — but 
during  our  four  years  here  Maryland 
has  come  forward  amazingly  with 
each  new  twelvemonth.  The  alumnus 
who  has  not  gotten  back  since  last 
Homecoming  or  even  since  last  Field 
Day  is  indeed  in  for  a surprise. 

Since  our  freshman  year  the  campus 
itself  has  changed  so  much  that  it 
must  be  completely  unrecognizable 
to  any  member  of  the  class  of  '33 
returning  for  the  first  time  this  year. 
Two  new  buildings  have  been  opened 
and  a third  is  almost  completed. 
Morrill  Hall,  favorite  Diamondback 
editorial  topic  our  first  year,  now 
mellows  in  solitude,  deserted  save  for 
Doctor  Phillips  and  the  ghosts  of 
countless  cats.  A scoreboard  has 
been  provided  for  the  couples  who 
pay  nocturnal  visits  to  the  baseball 
diamond.  The  rear  of  Calvert  and 
Silvester  Halls  has  been  terraced;  a 
walk  and  steps  have  been  built  to 
speed  day-dodgers  on  their  way  to 
eight-twenties.  The  Diamondback 
circulation  has  increased  until  it  has 
been  necessary  to  provide  three  new 
ashcans.  A sundial,  which  is  four 
minutes  slow,  and  a new  flagpole 


have  been  donated.  Almost  every 
necessary  physical  change  in  the 
campus  has  been  made — only  the 
broken  "E"  over  the  stadium  entrance 
remains  untouched,  a constant  chal- 
lenge to  the  Administration. 

But  these  changes  are  only  of 
superficial  importance.  Of  greater 
import  and  of  far  reaching  conse- 
quence are  the  academic  changes 


that  have  been  made.  The  Colleges 
of  Arts  and  Sciences  and  Engineering 
have  been  reorganized.  New  courses 
have  been  added;  faculty  inbreeding 
has,  to  a large  degree,  been  stopped 
with  the  injection  of  new,  vigorous 
blood  from  the  outside.  The  pro- 
vision of  quiz  sections  for  general 
History  courses  is  only  one  example 
of  steps  taken  to  raise  the  academic 
standards  of  the  school. 

Of  late  there  has  been  much  com- 


plaint over  the  irony  implicit  in  such 
titles  as  "Student"  Government,  and 
"Student"  Publications.  We  do  not 
deny  that  much  of  this  complaint  is 
justified.  But  if  it  is  any  comfort  to 
the  officials  concerned,  we  are  glad 
to  risk  the  censure  of  our  fellow 
students  by  saying  that  we  can  forgive 
much  of  an  Administration  that  is 
making  this  school  one  that  we  will  be 
proud  to  call  our  Alma  Mater  in  the 
years  to  come. 

• LATE  DATE 

Life,  as  many  seniors  have  long 
since  found  out,  is  not  at  all  a silver 
bowl  of  cherries.  Rather  is  it  a 
cracked  pot  filled  to  overflowing  with 
the  bitterest  of  aloes.  Consider,  for 
instance,  the  case  of  the  fellow  who 
last  year  made  a date  for  one  of  the 
big  campus  dances  three  months  in 
advance  of  the  function.  After  three 
months  of  anxious  anticipation,  he 
arrived  at  the  home  of  the  girl  on 
time  to  the  minute.  Alas,  the  futility 
of  human  hope!  The  girl  was  two  and 
a half  hours  late. 

• SORORITY 

While  on  the  general  topic  of 
campus  improvements,  we  would  like 
to  take  time  out  long  enough  to  pay 
deserved  tribute  to  a local  sorority. 
For  almost  two  years  now  the  members 
of  this  club  have  persisted  in  ignoring 
all  rules  of  conduct  of  local  and 
national  sororities.  Not  only  do  they 
abstain  from  going  out  of  the  way  to 
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cut  each  others'  throats  where  males 
are  concerned,  but  not  one  of  them 
ever  has  an  unkind  word  for  an  absent 
sister.  Any  Greek  organization  that 
can  to  the  outside  world  always 
preserve  the  appearance  of  inner 
unanimity  deserves  a world  of  credit. 
We  make,  therefore,  humble  obei- 
sance to  the  Kappa  Deltas. 

• FOOTBALL 

This  story  is  an  old  one,  but  one 
that  the  season  makes  worth  re- 
peating. It  seems  that  once  there  was 
a football  player  who  was  of  the  type 
who  is  just  good  enough  to  make  the 
team,  but  not  good  enough  to  be  used 
in  any  save  the  most  unimportant 
games.  His  team  was  one  that 
always  had  a fairly  strenuous  schedule. 
As  a result  he  did  not  get  to  play  even 
once  during  his  three  years  on  the 
team.  The  last  game  in  his  senior 
year  was  with  his  school's  most  hated 
rival,  a game  that  was  always  the 
most  bloody  of  the  season.  This  last 
year  the  game  ran  true  to  form,  and 


by  the  time  the  last  quarter  arrived 
there  were  only  five  substitutes  left 
on  the  bench.  With  ten  minutes  left 
to  play,  the  tired  varsity  men  started 
to  fall  out.  One,  two,  three — the 
substitutes  were  sent  in  until  our 
hero  was  the  only  man  left  on  the 
bench.  Finally,  with  only  three 
minutes  left  to  play,  the  man  holding 
our  hero's  position  was  hurt.  At  last, 
his  chance  had  come.  The  coach 
turned  towards  the  man.  "Smith,"  he 
said,  "get  up!"  The  fellow  jammed 
on  his  helmet  and  said,  "Shall  I go 
in  now,  coach."  "No,"  came  back 
the  answer,  "I'm  sending  in  the 
bench." 

• TELEPHONE 

To  those  who  still  believe  that  big 
corporations  have  no  souls  we  offer 
the  following  story.  (It  happened 
some  time  ago,  but  we  have  witheld 
it  until  this  time,  not  wishing  to 
assist  in  beclouding  the  issue  in  the 
recent  national  election.)  On  a 
certain  evening  we  had  occasion  to 


call  one  of  the  school's  five  outstand- 
ing sororities.  We  gave  the  operator 
the  number,  233  it  was,  and  then 
settled  back  for  the  customary  wait. 
In  about  five  minutes  the  operator's 
voice  came  back,  "Sorry,  the  line  is 
busy."  We  prepared  to  hang  up,  but 
before  we  could  do  so,  the  voice  con- 
tinued, this  time  with  a new  note  of 
sympathy,  "But  253  is  open  now. 
Would  you  like  me  to  ring  them  for 
you."  Now,  253  happens  to  be  the 
number  of  the  sorority  directly  across 
the  street  from  233.  Its  president 
denys  vigorously  that  the  operator's 
action  was  part  of  a new  advertising 
scheme. 

• CHECK 

No  - Comment  - Necessary  - De- 
partment — Persons  attending  the 
Maryland- Virginia  football  game  at 
Charlottesville  were  given,  when  they 
left  the  stadium  between  the  halves, 
small  red  slips  plainly  marked  "Pass- 
Out  Checks." 


"See  that  fellow  over  there?  It's 
his  job  to  travel  all  over  the  country." 
"Why?  What  does  he  do?" 

"He's  a truant  officer  for  a cor- 
respondence school." 


If  people  know  a girl  thinks  the 
sky's  the  limit,  they'll  all  take  her  up. 


A patent  medicine  manufacturing 
company  received  the  following  letter 
from  a satisfied  customer: 

"I  am  very  pleased  with  your 
remedy.  I had  a wart  of  my  chest  and 
after  using  six  bottles  of  your  medicine, 
it  moved  to  my  neck,  and  I now  use  it 
for  a collar  button." 


Neighbor:  "Say,  have  you  folks 

got  a bottle  opener  around  here?" 

Parent:  "Yeah,  but  he's  away  at 

college." 


"Hot  dog,  just  enough  to  buy  a glockenspiel!" 
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ON  GOING  STEADY 


Two  seniors  discuss  a subject  of  vital  interest  to  freshmen  coeds  and 
other  predatory  animals.  Upperclassmen  are  invited  to  listen  in. 


• MEN  ONLY 

There  is  an  old,  well-worn  saying  in  zoological  circles 
which  declares  that  "ontogeny  recapitulates  phyto- 
geny," or,  in  other  words,  the  embryo  passes  through 
the  same  stages  it  will  later  assume  in  life.  This  saying 
applies  perfectly  to  a certain  phase  of  college  social  life. 
There  is  a natural  tendency  in  all  of  us  to  pretend  that  we 
are  older,  more  mature  than  we  really  are.  And  this 
tendency  is  manifested  in  our  aping  of  the  marital 
conventions  of  the  outside  world.  With  us  a fraternity 
pin  is  eguivalent  to  an  engagement  ring  and  the  habit  of 
going  steady  compares  with  marriage,  although  it  is 
without  the  permanency  that  makes  the  latter  institution 
so  noxious. 

Erom  the  masculine  point  of  view  there  is  much  to  be 
said  in  favor  of  going  steady.  It  does  away  with  those 
last  minute  phone  calls  made  frantically  every  week-end 
night,  and  resulting  inevitably  in  complete  lack  of 
success.  It  saves  a fellow  the  embarrassment  of  asking 
a popular  girl  to  a dance  months  in  advance.  It  saves 
the  strain  that  invariably  accompanies  the  maintenance 
of  the  line  necessary  to  keep  two  or  three  girls  on  one's 
string.  Above  all  it  gives  a man  a chance  to  concentrate 
a little  on  his  school  work  by  doing  away  with  the  neces- 
sity of  every  night  dating  in  order  to  keep  in  good  with 
the  two  or  three  girls. 

On  the  debit  side  of  the  balance  there  are  two  out- 
standing items.  Eirst  of  these  is,  that  going  steady  keeps 
a person  from  meeting  many  others  of  the  opposite  sex. 
The  fellow  who  goes  around  with  one  girl  all  of  the  time 
is  kept  from  making  many  of  those  friendships  that  make 
college  life  so  worth  while.  The  second  objection  is  that 
going  steady  often  defeats  its  own  end,  and  results  in  the 
separation  of  a couple  rather  than  in  a closer  union.  It 
is  an  unfortunate  fact  that  a girl  who  is  wearing  a 
fraternity  pin  seems  to  lose  all  pride  in  her  personal 
appearance.  With  a man  safely  under  her  thumb  she 
seems  to  believe  that  it  is  no  longer  necessary  to  spend 
those  few  extra  minutes  in  perfecting  her  toilet. 

To  those  fellows  who  are  contemplating  settling  down 
— and  recently  we  have  heard  dozens  of  our  acguain- 
tances  threaten  to  stop  running  around — we  say:  “If 

you  must  go  steady,  by  all  means  go  with  an  off- 
campus  girl.”  No  two  people  should  spend  all  of  their 
time  together,  and  when  one  is  going  with  an  off-campus 
girl  it  is  easy  for  both  parties  to  have  other  dates.  But 
just  let  a campus  couple  try  this  arrangement,  let  them 

(Continued  on  page  22) 


• WOMEN  ONLY 

Going  steady,  for  a coed,  is  inevitably  accom- 
panied by  a slow  but  sure  decline  into  oblivion. 
The  girl  who  starts  going  steady  when  she  is  a freshman 
is  invariably  a social  nonentity  in  her  sophomore  year. 
Freshman  coeds  rarely  go  around  with  a member  of 
their  own  class.  Conseguently,  when  the  boy  friend 
graduates  a year  or  two  ahead  of  the  girl,  she  is  left  with 
the  almost  impossible  task  of  breaking  into  the  social 
whirl  at  the  very  beginning. 

The  guestion,  then,  is,  how  is  the  coed  who  is  to  make 
the  most  of  her  opportunities  going  to  keep  the  "S.  P." 
of  her  freshman  year  from  becoming  the  steady  of  her 
upperclass  days.  How  are  the  flowers  of  a spring 
romance  to  be  kept  from  withering  with  the  advent  of  the 
autumn  days  of  her  junior  year.  No  girl  can  escape  that 
guickening  of  the  heart  beat  when  a certain  party  comes 
into  view,  but  the  girl  who  would  be  a success  must  make 
a good  pretense  of  covering  up  her  real  feelings.  For, 
in  the  meantime,  the  man  of  the  next  hour  (or  the  next 
week,  if  she  is  the  faithful  sort)  may  lose  interest  and 
leave  for  good.  All  men  were  created  egual  to  each 
other  (and  inferior  to  all  women) : treat  them  all  on  equal 
terms.  Make  each  one  in  turn  think  that  he  is  just  what 
you  have  been  looking  for  all  your  life.  Yes,  we've  heard 
of  platonic  relationships,  but  we  have  never  heard  of  a 
Maryland  man  who  was  in  search  of  one.  That  means, 
coeds,  you  have  to  make  each  one  think  he  has  a chance 
for  first  place  in  the  league — and  the  desire  to  head  the 
league  is  merely  intensified  by  its  size. 

Going  steady  comes  when  you  allow  a man  to  convince 
you  that  he  has  all  the  admirable  qualities  of  his  sex 
(whatever  they  may  be!).  You  should,  however,  take 
time  to  consider  that  if  one  man  has  so  many  good  points, 
how  many  more  will  four  or  five  men  have!  You  should 
realize  that  when  you  start  going  steady  you  turn  your 
back  on  the  rest  of  the  campus.  And  the  campus  never 
accords  popularity  of  its  own  free  will.  A girl  who  would 
rate  must  fight  for  every  bit  of  recognition  she  is  to 
receive;  and  the  girl  who  goes  steady  has  two  strikes  on 
her  before  she  begins. 

Of  course,  going  steady  does  have  a few  advantages. 
There  is  that  feeling  of  security,  that  knowledge  that  you 
will  get  to  the  next  dance  whether  you  are  selling  tickets 
or  not.  There  is  an  end  to  sleepless  nights  spent  in 
designing  formats  that  will  sweep  the  stag  line,  for  now 
the  heart  beats  for  only  one  and  he  won't  notice.  If  one 

(Continued  on  page  19) 
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THE  DAYDODGERS’  AUTOMOBILE 


The  old  line  presents  herewith  a preview  of  the  first 
all-equipped,  stream-lined,  triple-breasted,  dual  ratio, 
ball  bearing,  free  wheeling,  double  action,  down  draft, 
knee  action,  syncro  mesh,  no  rip,  don't  look  for  the  label 
on  the  can,  no  metal  can  touch  you  model  of  the  Day- 
dodger  Six.  Planned  by  our  staff  designer.  Count 
Alexander  de  Klingohsky,  it  contains  every  necessary 
campus  convenience  except  a place  to  park.  People 
who  have  trouble  getting  dates  are  directed  to  the  desk 
calendar  to  which  they  can  turn  at  the  proper  moment 
and  tear  off  a few.  Another  exclusive  feature  is  to  be 
found  in  the  light  casting  black  rays  which  is  particularly 
handy  on  dates.  Accessory  features  include:  a bar  of 


soap  wrapped  in  sandpaper  and  guaranteed  not  to  skid, 
a Home  Ec  senior  for  use  on  the  kitchen  stove,  and,  for 
women  buyers,  one  free  date  with  Carl  Humelsine 
(Extra  dates  furnished  gladly  on  application,  although 
one  is  usually  found  to  be  enough) . 

To  obtain  a fully  illustrated  brochure  containing  com- 
plete information  on  this  and  other  models,  tear  a 
Diamondback  off  the  top  of  the  nearest  ash  can,  draw  on 
it  a reasonably  exact  facsimile  of  one  of  the  many 
Sigma  Nu  pledge  pins  now  floating  around  the  campus, 
and  mail  to  Mike  Lombardo,  space  274,  Women's 
Parking  Lot.  Interested  coeds  are  invited  to  apply  in 
person  to  the  Tri  Delt  house. 


He:  'T've  never  known  any  one 

like  you  before.  That's  why  I like  you 
so  much  . . . because  you're  different." 

She:  "That's  why  I like  you,  too 

. . . because  I'm  so  different." 


Mere  Man:  "Come  on  and  have 

a drink." 

Theta  Chi:  "I  don't  drink,  thanks, 

but  I'll  have  a lead  pencil  on  you." 

— "Purple  Parrot." 


Eirst  "Y"  Boy:  "How  come  you 

didn't  help  that  lady  up  when  she 
tripped  on  the  curb?" 

Second  Such:  "Sir,  I was  taught 

never  to  have  anything  to  do  with  a 
fallen  woman!" 

— "Penn.  State  Froth." 


We  weep  in  pity  for  the  poor  guy 
who  went  to  Florida  to  drown  his  sor- 
row, only  to  have  a life  guard  save  her. 

— "Penn  Punch  Bowl." 


"Hey,  you  can't  dance  with  my 
girl!" 

"She  is  a pretty  lousy  dancer,  isn't 
she?' ' 

— "Red  Cat." 


Realtor:  "Now  here's  a beautiful 

home  overlooking  the  lake." 

Buyer:  "Where's  the  lake?" 

Realtor:  "That's  what  we're  over- 

looking." 
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OFF-TACKLE 

by  Herb  Smith 


Homecoming  tomorrow," 

thought  Chuck,  and  felt 
strangely  at  ease  under  the  soothing 
warmth  of  his  after  practice  shower. 

And  why  shouldn't  he  feel  at  ease? 
Didn't  he  have  a seat  on  the  50  yard 
line  for  Sniparret's  coming  game 
with  Bleau  State?  Of  course  the 
Sniparret  bench  was  hard — harder 
than  the  concrete  stands,  he  was 
told — but  still,  he  had  an  all-envelop- 
ing parka  to  keep  him  warm.  And 
then  there  was  always  the  pos- 
sibility, remote  as  it  might  be,  that 
he  would  possibly  get  to  play.  "Third 
Stringer  Plays  Hero  Role."  He  could 
see  it  in  the  headlines  now. 

But  with  the  passing  of  supper  and 
a hurried  session  with  the  books. 
Chuck's  mental  repose  gave  way  to 
cerebral  unrest  as  he  began  to  think 
of  the  approaching  game.  By  bed- 
time his  head  was  a turmoil  of  football 
action. 

As  he  lay  on  his  bed  that  night, 
begging  sleep,  he  ran  over  the  oft 
rehearsed  plays  in  his  mind.  Number 
7 — "Fake  that  reverse  to  Walt  and 
make  it  look  real."  Number  13 — 
"Make  it  real  this  time."  Number 
8 — "Protect  Joe  when  he  goes  back 
to  pass."  And  Number  4 — oh  that 
Number  4!  A touchdown  play  if 
there  ever  was  one!  "Draw  in  the 
end,  set  him  on  the  ground  and  then 
clear  a path  for  Walt  to  make  one  of 
his  famous  flank  sweeps."  "Just  let 
me  in  there,"  thought  Chuck.  "I'd 
show  'em  some  real  blocking!" 

The  hopeful  gridman  had  few 
time-outs  that  night  as  he  played  the 
coming  game  over  and  over  in  his 
mind,  and  it  was  a mighty  weary 
youth  who  pulled  himself  from  the 
bed  in  the  morning. 

Game  time  came  and  Chuck  felt  a 
little  easier,  but  not  very  rested.  He 


began  to  feel  there  wasn't  a chance  in 
the  world  that  he  would  play.  How 
could  he  hope  to?  A third  stringer 
in  the  Homecoming  game?  Don't  be 
ridiculous!  Lost  sleep,  that's  all  he 
had  to  show  for  last  night.  Lost  sleep! 

As  Sniparret  and  Bleau  State  lined 
up  for  the  kick-off.  Chuck,  seated  on 
his  favorite  bench  board,  felt  a tingle 
race  up  and  down  his  spine.  If  he 
could  only  get  out  there  and  help  beat 
these  boys! 

The  first  half  passed  like  a bridge 
hand  full  of  fours  and  fives.  It  seemed 
only  a matter  of  seconds  before  the 
team  trotted  back  to  the  dressing 
room  to  hear  the  coach  say"  . . . 
We're  tied  up  at  7-7.  Get  out  there 
and  fight  and  we  can  take  these  boys. 
Try  that  Number  4.  Their  end  looks 
like  he  would  fall  for  it  . . ." 

As  Chuck  flopped  on  the  bench 
after  the  half,  he  glanced  up  to  the 
press-box.  "Geeze,"  he  thought, 
"Those  guys  sure  have  it  easy. 
Nothin'  to  do  but  bang  on  a type- 
writer while  we  do  all  the  work  down 
here.  Still,  they  do  go  to  a lot  of 
trouble  digging  up  stories  sometimes, 
I guess."  Then  in  the  midst  of  his 
tangential  mental  process.  Chuck 
seemed  to  hear  the  Coach's  voice  and 
found  himself  catapulted  out  on  the 
• field.  Nervous  for  a moment,  but 
then  as  steady  as  a couple  linked  by 
a fraternity  pin.  Chuck  felt  confident. 
His  big  chance  had  come! 

A moment  to  get  his  bearings  . . . 
ball  on  the  50  . . . second  down  . . . 
score  tied  . . . game  almost  over. 
What  would  be  the  play?  Number  4! 
Why  that  was  his  specialty!  Watch 
him  clear  the  road  for  Walt! 

The  line  up.  The  ball  flicked  back. 
Underway  at  last.  "Get  the  end. 
Get  the  end!"  Walt's  voice  was 
ringing  in  his  ear.  The  thud  of 


body  contact.  A blur.  He  had  him! 
Big  guy,  huh.  He'd  show  'em. 

Chuck  recovered  himself  in  time  to 
see  Walt  starting  his  downfield  dash 
with  a clear  path.  But  wait!  Some- 
thing was  wrong.  A moment  ago 
Walt  was  going  the  other  way. 

His  brain  a kaleidoscopic  panorama 
of  all  wrong  way  running  from  Roy 
Riegels'  stunt  on  down.  Chuck  sped 
after  the  fast  fleeing  Walt,  knowing  if 
he  ever  crossed  the  goal  with  the  ball, 
the  game  would  be  gone.  For  some 
reason  he  recalled  a magazine  article 
in  which,  under  similar  circumstances, 
a player  tackled  his  own  man,  saved 
the  game,  and  became  a hero.  It  was 
time  for  history  to  repeat  itself! 

Spurred  on  by  the  thought  of  heroic 
acclamation  for  his  deed,  Chuck, 

(Continued  on  page  21) 


BILL  GUCKEYSON, 
Artist  . . . 

This  month  the  OLD  LINE  is 
featuring  one  of  the  unknowns 
of  the  campus.  Bill  Guckeyson, 
after  wasting  three  years  of  his 
time  in  a few  minor  activities 
such  as  throwing  the  javelin  to 
comparative  Olympic  distances, 
playing  football  of  All-America 
caliber,  being  elected  to  Senior 
class  presidency  after  he  refused 
to  put  himself  up  as  a candidate, 
and  playing  a little  basketball 
and  baseball  in  his  spare  time, 
has  finally  arisen  from  deep 
obscurity  and  blossomed  forth 
as  an  artist 


THE  OLD  LINE  PRESENTS  BILL  GUCKE 


(Tokmar\ 


^ic  Willis 


(Trauk 

OeArroey 


Diikg 


d Karlin 
lEllir\/^r 


Id 

[Fktcb^zr 


ttcl  [Ddly 


IB  I air  SmilB 


[Bill 

^uckej/son 


vDohn 

(Birkldnd 


[Bob  Walton 


JIoKnny 


([jormle 


■y 


Fourteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


BOOKS 

by  George  Fogg 


IN  one  of  those  philosophical  moments  that  overtake  us 
now  and  again  we  are  wondering  just  how  much  that 
as  we  write  seems  interesting  and  important  will  seem 
egually  so  when  this  sees  the  type.  For  instance,  we  feel 
guite  certain  that  some  hot  little  booklets  which  arrive  in 
every  mail  and  which  nearly  burn  our  fingers  now,  will 
by  the  time  this  is  printed,  be  about  as  cold  and  flabby  as 
a last  week's  wheat  cake  in  Alaska. 

We  toyed  with  the  idea  of  aiding  the  two  national  party 
committees  through  the  columns  of  "The  Old  Line"  by 
preparing  critical  reports  regarding  their  literature  on 
the  following  points;  first,  choice  of  names  to  call  the 
other  candidate;  second,  judgment  in  the  selection  of 
figures  of  speech  to  represent  virtue  and  iniguity  respec- 
tively; third,  the  inclusion  of  entertainment  material  for 
the  benefit  of  the  poor  victim  who  reads  the  booklets. 
We  wanted  to  propose  that  in  the  next  campaign  the 
literature  be  written  by  P.  G.  Wodehouse  and  Eddie 
Cantor. 

• DOCTOR 

Now  to  get  down  to  business.  Back  in  1889  a 16-year 
old  boy  left  his  home  to  go  to  the  barn.  He  looked 
around,  saw  the  Johnstown  flood  coming,  and  calmly 
looked  at  his  watch  to  discover  that  the  time  was  4.20. 
He  jumped  into  the  barn  and  rode  the  flood,  saw  his 
neighbors'  homes  washed  away,  his  friends  killed,  and 
three  thousand  people  of  the  town  blotted  out.  Finally 
he  landed  on  a safe  place  and  again  took  out  his  watch. 
It  was  4.30. 

The  person  who  could  do  this  was  Dr.  Victor  Heiser, 
and  he  used  this  incident  to  introduce  his  An  American 
Doctor’s  Odyssey.  The  flood  left  him  an  orphan  and 
homeless,  but  somehow  he  managed  to  get  a medical 
education. 

Quite  as  casually  as  he  had  met  the  Johnstown  flood. 
Dr.  Heiser,  upon  his  graduation  took  the  examination  for 
the  Marine  Hospital  service.  The  examination  was  given 
in  Washington  and  took  a week  of  writing.  He  says  "It 
was  July  in  Washington.  I would  sit  in  my  room  with  no 


clothes  on,  and,  even  though  the  windows  and  transom 
were  open  the  perspiration  would  run  off  me  in  streams. 
At  three  o'clock  I would  tumble  into  bed  and  reluctantly 
out  at  eight  in  time  for  bath  and  breakfast  before  the 
torture  began  again."  By  this  means  he  was  one  of 
three  men  selected  from  a field  of  forty-two. 

His  big  chance  as  a physician  came  with  his  assign- 
ment to  the  Phillipine  Islands  where  in  plague  ridden 
Manila  he  fought  both  disease  and  politicians. 

One  of  his  first  activities  was  to  get  a rule  that  all  in- 
coming oriental  ships  should  have  their  crews  thoroughly 
scrubbed.  This  so  annoyed  the  crews  that  they  attempted 
to  hire  substitutes  for  the  scrubbing.  The  ablutions  were 
aimed  at  the  spread  of  leprosy  and  other  skin  diseases 
from  the  shores  of  China.  Other  Philippine  problems 
were  malaria,  cholera,  and  dysentery.  The  doctor  says 
"I  have  been  walking  along  a street  in  Manila,  and  ahead 
of  me  have  seen  a man,  as  though  jerked  by  some 
inexorable  force,  leap  into  the  air,  and  then  fall  back 
sprawling  on  the  ground.  He  would  be  dead  before  I 
could  reach  him."  Thus  had  cholera  struck  again. 

The  doctor's  enemy  was  not  only  the  disease,  but  the 
superstition  of  the  natives  which  prevented  proper 
measures.  One  morning  a boatman  came  to  port  with 
the  news  of  a miracle.  He  said  that  out  in  the  salt  water 
of  the  bay  there  was  a cross  of  bubbling  sweet  water 
which  was  curative.  The  population  took  to  the  bay  en 
masse.  Not  even  the  doctor's  warning  that  the  water 
came  from  a broken  sewer  pipe  and  that  every  drop  was 
full  of  malaria  would  keep  them  away.  Finally  the 
military  had  to  be  called  out. 

Leprosy  had  its  victims  in  the  Philippines  and  in  trying 
to  get  money  enough  to  keep  his  leprosaria  going  Dr. 
Heiser  had  a struggle  with  the  legislature  of  the  islands. 
Finally  he  threatened  that  if  an  insufficient  appropriation 
were  passed  he  would  let  loose  in  the  town  all  the  persons 
whom  he  lacked  accomodations  for  with  a sign  "I  am  a 
leper.  The  legislature  has  failed  to  appropriate  enough 
money  for  me." 


(Continued  on  page  19) 


(T'S  fun) 

WALKING  INI 
TME  RAIN.' 

isn't  it, 

T 


TIM,  WHV 
DON'T  you 
TURN  YOUR 
PIPE  UPSIDE 
DOWN^  j 


\ IT'S  AN  OLD  DODGE  1 
OF  woodsmen 
AND  SAILORS. TMEJ 
TOBACCO  STAYS 
DRY  AND  THE  LOGICAL 


PIPE  DRAWS  WELL/ 


BUT-  IT  TAICES  A TOBACCO 
THAT  STAYS  PUT  LIKE 
CRIMP  CUT'  PRINCE. 
ALBERT 


MV  LAST  LOAD 
OF  TOBACCO  TO 


^4 


you're  right,  judge 
THIS  PACKS  EASIER 
AND  SNUGGER  THAN 
ANY  TOBACCO  I'VE 
RUN  INTO 


Copyright.  1936.  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


P.  A.  IS  MIGHTY  FRIENDLY  SMOKIN’,  MEN! 


Yes,  sir,  Prince  Albert  is  a real 
delight  to  steady  pipe  smokers. 
Being  "crimp  cut,”  you  can  count 
on  P.  A.  to  pack  easily,  burn  cool 
and  sweet,  and  cake  up  nicely. 
And  thanks  to  our  special  "no-bite” 
process,  Prince  Albert  does  not 


bite  the  tongue!  You’re  in  good 
company  when  you  smoke  Prince 
Albert.  It’s  the  largest -selling 
smoking  tobacco  in  the  world. 
And  it’s  swell  "makin’s”  too.  Try 
a handy  pocket-size  tin  of  Prince 
Albert — the  "national  joy  smoke.” 


PRINCE  ALBERT  MONEY-BACK  GUARANTEE 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  {Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N,  C. 


Nince  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


pipefuls  of 
fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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FIFTH  WHEELS 

by  Jerry  Hardy 

Homecoming — institution  founded  ...  it  is 
rumored  ...  by  the  S.  O.  T.  S.  . . . consists  of 
grads,  handshaking,  football,  fraternity  reunions,  hand- 
shaking, alumni  offices,  and  hand  shaking  . . . highly 
useful  in  teaching  undergraduates  decorum  . . . and 
dignity  ...  by  way  of  example  . . . set  by  grads  . . . who 
become  more  collegiate  as  college  affiliations  become 
weaker  . . . and  wane. 

HOUSEPARTIES  — accompany  homecoming  ...  in 
spirit  . . . and  in  purpose  . . . test  case  has  proved  them 
to  be  a perfectly  legal  evasion  of  campus  rules  . . . 
Complete  operation  usually  takes  about  fifty  hours  . . . 
with  two  dances,  a game,  at  least  two  broken  engage- 
ments . . . and  five  hours  sleep  . . . has  been  defined  as 
"a  group  of  people  who  see  too  much  of  one  another 
gathered  in  one  house  to  discover  how  much  of  one 
another  they  can  see  in  two  days.” 

ALUMNI  CLUBS — backbone  . . . and  essence  . . . 
of  graduate  life  . . . provide  campus  newspapers  with 
vital  statistics  . . . about  unknown  grads  . . . banquet- 
givers  . . . speech-makers  . . . and  fund-raisers  . . . 
members  can  remember  when  Wilson  was  quarterback 
. . . espcially  when  Zyzlaskivitch  is  failing  to  gain. 

RUSHING — Odd  activity  . . . engaged  in  annually 
...  by  all  good  Greeks  ...  in  order  to  get  more  good 
Greeks  . . . includes  dancing,  legacies,  throat-cutting, 
sleepless  hours  ...  for  the  rushers  . . . bewilderment, 
suspense,  free  meals,  boredom  . . . for  the  rushed  . . . 


"Oh,  all  right.  If  you  must  go  through 
with  the  formalities.” 


ends  in  an  orgy  of  black  looks  ...  in  front  of  the  Engi- 
neering Building  . . . the  only  time  in  the  year  when 
every  fraternity  man  fully  realizes  that  he  is  in  the 
best  club  ...  on  the  campus. 

CLASSES — the  only  really  unessential  part  of 
college  life  . . . taken  seriously  by  faculty  . . . administra- 
tion . . . and  publications  men  . . . take  fifty  minutes  . . . 
too  brief  for  sleep  . . . too  long  for  sustained  excitement 
. . . start  . . . for  the  unitiated  ...  at  8.20  . . . and  last 
until  June  10  . . . one  can  be  organized  with  ten  students 
. . . including  a professor,  three  blackboards  . . . and  a 
four  dollar  text  . . . which  is  revised  each  year  ...  to 
kill  resale. 

EXECUTIVE  COUNCIL— a small  exclusive  body 
of  student  leaders  ...  or  politicians  ...  or  any  other 
synonomous  term  . . . money-spenders  . . . objects  of 
envy  . . . and  quiet  chuckles  . . . all-powerful  . . . backers 
of  all  movements  . . . meets  ...  in  great  secrecy  bi- 
weekly ...  at  which  meetings  administration  policies 
. . . are  approved  ...  to  the  relief  of  the  administration. 

ROSSBOURG  DANCES— Two-thirds  of  the  Mary- 
land students  ...  in  the  Gym  ...  at  once,  with  a band 
in  one  corner  . . . and  chaperones  in  the  other  . . . 
unusual  feature  ...  is  small  number  of  stags  . . . and 
number  of  couples  who  return  . . . after  intermission  . . . 
or  even  after  the  dance  . . . where  romances  are  born 
. . . and  killed. 


A Professor  had  to  flunk  a pretty  coed  because  of  a 
matter  of  arithmetic.  His  wife  put  two  and  two  together. 


Women  are  seeking 
The  great  open  spaces. 

Blouses  with  eyelets 
And  sheerest  of  laces, 

Stockings  of  mesh, 

A sandal  that  shows 
Through  punctured  partitions 
Sections  of  toes. 

It  goes  very  hard 
On  sensitive  souls 
To  step  out  dressed 
In  nothing  but  holes. 

— "Rammer  Jammer.” 
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Flags  flying  proudly  in  a stirring 
breeze  . . . Shouts  from  hundreds  of 
deep  male  voices  enthusiastically 
blending  with  the  shrill  shrieks  of  a 
multitude  of  cheering  young  ladies 
. . . Squads  of  bronzed,  husky,  broad- 
chested  youths  coming  into  view, 
resplendent  in  their  picturesque  uni- 
forms ...  a great  clamor  arising  from 
the  vast  group  of  noisy  onlookers  . . . 
Whistles  blowing,  a band  playing, 
children  running  about  . . . Brightly 
dressed  girls  waving,  and  throwing 
fond  kisses  ...  A beautiful  spectacle 
to  behold. 

The  young  men  in  uniforms  press 
eagerly  forward.  They  are  im- 
patient to  reach  their  objective.  They 
struggle,  they  push,  they  shove. 
And  the  young  women  about  the  rails 
voice  their  approval  with  incessant 
yelling. 

Then  a pause  in  the  roar.  The 
young  men  in  uniform  have  almost 
crossed  the  final  boundary.  They 
strain  forward ! They  go  over  the 
last  division  of  separation  between 
them  and  their  goal!!  And  a mighty 
cry  fills  the  air  which  seems  to  reach 
the  very  heavens. 

Homecoming?  No! 

The  fleet's  in. 

— G.  E. 

CAPRICE 

It  isn't  as  though  I were  a gullible 
sort,  but  the  other  day  I was  walking 
down  University  Avenue  and  all  of 
a sudden  a man  came  up  to  me,  a 
perfectly  strange  individual,  and  he 
said,  "say  there,  young  fellow,  did 
you  ever  hear  a bird  bark?''  I said 
no,  I didn't  think  I'd  ever  had  that 
opportunity.  "Well,"  he  said,  "go 
up  on  to  Frenchman's  Hill,  any 
night,  and — why,  you  haven't  lived, 
man,"  he  said,  "until  you've  heard  a 
bird  bark! — go  up  on  Frenchman's 
Hill  some  night,  and  I guarantee 
you'll  hear  a bird  bark,  any  night,  it 
doesn't  make  any  difference,"  he 
said. 


So  one  night,  I don't  know,  guess 
I'm  just  over-curious,  but  anyway  I 
went  up  on  Frenchman's  Hill.  It  was 
a beautiful  night — there  was  a sort  of 
mist  surrounding  everything,  and  it 
was  so  still  and  quiet  like  that  it  made 
me  think  of  home  and  the  nice  things. 
Suddenly,  I heard  a funny  noise,  not 
like  a dog  or  a seal  or  any  of  those 
barkers,  but  a sort  of  warbling  woof — 
woof — and  I knew  at  once  that  I had 
heard  a bird  bark. 

It  was  several  days  before  I saw  my 
friend  again.  He  was  standing  in  the 
same  place  on  University  Avenue 
chewing  on  the  same  cigar,  for  all  I 
knew,  and  he  came  up  to  me.  "Well," 
he  said,  "well,  did  you  hear  a bird 
bark  yet?"  I was  kind  of  sheepish 
like  and  said  "yes,"  I had.  He  looked 
at  me  a minute,  looked  me  up  and 
down,  and  then  he  said,  "why  man," 
he  said,  "you're  just  plain  BATS! 
Anyone  knows  that  birds  don't  bark," 
he  said. 

You  know,  it's  funny — I could  have 
sworn  I heard  a bird  bark. 

— "Stanford  Chaparral." 


DEWEY  SPEAKS 

It  is  a warm  summer  day  in  Wash- 
ington. A number  of  military  and 
naval  men  are  closeted  in  a room,  dis- 
cussing plans  for  the  war  with  Spain, 
which  they  feel  is  inevitable. 

The  men  are  bragging  about  the 
conquests  they  are  going  to  make, 
basing  their  claims  upon  the  ter- 
ritories to  which  they  think  they  will 
be  assignees. 

First  one  man,  then  another,  tells  of 
the  battles  he'll  win,  the  lands  he'll 
conquer.  Roosevelt  says  that  he'll 
take  San  Juan;  his  friends  cheer  him 
mightily.  Hobson  says  that  he'll  take 
Santiago;  his  remarks  are  met  with 
cheers. 

Finally  some  one  notices  that 
Admiral  George  Dewey  is  sitting  over 
in  the  corner  and  not  saying  anything. 

"What  will  you  take,  George?" 
asked  one  of  the  men. 

"Well,"  said  Dewey,  "I'll  take 
Manila." 

— "Rice  Owl." 


Jim  Farley  takes  over  the  tree  belt  project. 
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BOOKS 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

Enough  money  was  forthcoming.  In  devising  means 
of  occupying  the  time  of  those  confined  for  leprosy  the 
management  organized  a stringed  orchestra  which  was 
popular  alike  with  patients  and  visitors.  Once  the 
doctor  on  one  of  his  visits  asked  why  the  orchestra  was 
not  playing. 

"We  can't"  said  they  and  held  up  their  hands.  They 
had  guite  literally  played  their  fingers  off. 

Although  the  doctor's  activities  took  him  into  forty-five 
countries  the  most  interesting  part  of  them  were  in  the 
Philippines.  The  great  charm  of  his  book  lies  in  the 
conversational  guality  of  the  writing.  Instead  of  the 
stiffness  of  a bedside  manner  there  is  the  ease  that  you 
would  expect  in  a casual  conversation  with  your  own 
doctor.  It  seems  likely  to  be  a book  which  will  live  long 
among  the  interesting  biographies  of  the  time. 

• ODDS  AND  ENDS 

You  may  remember  John  Brown’s  Body,  a long 
poetical  narrative  by  S.  V.  Benet.  Now  comes  an  edition 
of  Mother  Goose  edited  by  Benet' s brother  advertised 
to  be  a complete  collection  of  more  than  300  Mother 
Goose  rhymes.  Truly  the  tastes  of  brothers  do  differ. 

Lloyd  C.  Douglass  (Magnificent  Obsession,  The 
Green  Light)  has  again  leaped  into  first  rank  of  popu- 
larity with  White  Banners.  Not  only  did  this  book 
have  an  advance  printing  of  50,000  but  it  was  imme- 
diately snapped  up  by  Warner  Brothers  for  the  movies. 


"You're  faded,  Doc." 


WOMEN  ONLY 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

goes  steady,  there  is  an  end  to  the  going  out  every  night 
of  the  week  in  order  to  keep  the  seven  date-a-week 
hounds  from  barking.  There  will  even  be  a little  time 
left  for  studying. 

The  underclass  girl  who  would  see  her  pipe-dream  of 
success  and  popularity  at  college  realized  must  at  all 
times  avoid  going  steady.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  a junior 
or  senior  who  has  already  experienced  the  feeling  of 
satisfaction  to  be  derived  from  the  devoted  attention  of  a 
number  of  admirers,  finds  that  she  is  now  happiest  in  the 
company  of  only  one,  she  may  discover  that  going  steady 
is  just  the  thing  for  the  finishing  touch  to  four  years  that 
have  been,  socially,  perfect. 


"Whadd'ya  mean  . . . you  wanna  go  back 
for  homecoming?" 
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Sorority  Pledge  (to  House  Mother):  "Mrs.  Blivis,  do 

all  fairy  stories  begin  with  'once  upon  a time'?” 

House  Mother:  "No,  my  dear,  most  fairy  stories 

begin  with  Tm  going  to  the  library  tonight'.” 


'Where  yo'  goin',  niggah?” 

'Ah's  bein'  rushed  by  Tri  Kappah.” 

'What  yo'  all  mean,  Tri  Kappah?” 

'K.  K.  K.,  niggah!” 

— "Cornell  Widow.” 


'Going  out  tonight?” 
'Not  completely.” 


"Nevada  Pinkeye.' 


Prof.:  "A  fool  can  ask  more  questions  than  a wise 

man  can  answer.” 

Stude:  "That's  why  I flunked.” 


P:  "Didn't  I get  my  last  haircut  in  this  shop?” 

Barber:  "I  think  not,  sir.  We've  only  been  in  busi- 

ness two  years.” 


A Freshman  prospect  was  being  shown  the  house. 
After  trotting  here  and  there  for  quite  a while,  he  was 
shown  into  the  meeting-room. 

"And  this,  I suppose,”  said  the  Frosh,  "is  the  lodge 
room?' ' 

"Oh,  no,”  replied  the  conducting  Junior,  "our  dining- 
room is  much  lodger.” 

— "Penn  Punch  Bowl.” 


He  (at  the  movies):  "Can  you  see  all  right?” 

She:  "Yes.” 

"Is  there  a draught  on  you?” 

"No.” 

"Is  your  seat  comfortable?” 

"Yes.” 

"Will  you  change  places  with  me?” 

— "Pointer.” 


He: 

She: 

He: 

She: 

He: 


"What  do  you  think  would  go  well  with  my  new  purple 
and  green  golf  sox?” 

"Hip  boots.” 


Then  there  was  the  young  coed  who,  having  been  told 
by  the  professor  to  put  her  pledge  at  the  end  of  her  quiz 
paper,  wrote  "Alpha  Omicron  Pi.” 


The  gals  at  a certain  sorority  house  on  the  campus 
seem  to  be  very  religious.  Every  time  a male  walks 
through  the  front  door  they  murmur,  "Ah,  men.” 


Sigma  Nu:  "You're  thinner.” 

Kaydee:  "Yes,  I've  lost  so  much  weight  you  can 

count  my  ribs.” 

Sigma  Nu:  "Gee,  thanks.” 


Just  because  a girl  has  a light  in  her  eyes,  don't  take 
it  for  granted  that  there's  anybody  home.” 

— "Rammer  Jammer.” 


'Papa,  come  mind  the  fruit  stand.  Tony's  got  an  8.20.” 


I 


ETOMOLOGY 


I make  up  words.  My  partner, 
named  Goswor,  makes  up  definitions, 
and  between  us  we  evolve  some  pretty 
novel  effects. 

a.  Gork:  An  exclamation  of  sur- 

prise or  chagrin  when  someone  grabs 
the  last  glass  of  punch  from  under 
your  nose. 

b.  Gorfilbidiny:  An  act  of  treach- 
ery usually  perpetrated  by  a fraternity 
brother,  i.e.  Cutting  in  on  the  last 
dance,  or  calling  you  to  the  phone 
just  as  you  are  beginning  to  get  along 
nicely  with  that  little  blonde. 

c.  Tarnassowitch:  A Russian  Mu- 

sink  who  has  a maiden  aunt  who  once 
gave  her  balialaka  to  a highly  strung 
murderer. 

d.  Gardonk:  Something  besides  a 
preposition  to  end  a sentence  with — 
gardonk.  (You  know  how  involved 
you  become  when  in  the  middle  of  a 
speech,  you  find  that  you  are  ending 
it  up  with  a preposition.  Goswor  did 
a fine  job  on  this  one). 

f.  Lushgotabed:  An  insidious  sug- 
gestion. 

g.  Blurn:  A fellow  who  ties  strings 
on  bridge  score  cards. 

h.  Intharpium:  The  man  who  never 
to  himself  hath  said,  'This  is  my  own, 
my  native  land." 

— "Pelican." 


He:  "Shall  we  sit  in  the  parlor?" 

She:  "No,  Tm  too  tired,  let's  go 

out  and  play  tennis." 

— "Dodo." 


Doctor — inguiring  about  a boy  who 
had  swallowed  a half  dollar:  "How 

is  the  boy  today?" 

Nurse:  "No  change  yet." 


You  may  sit  on  a bee  in  safety  a 
hundred  times,  but  if  you  persist  in 
doing  it,  you'll  get  stung  in  the  end. 

— "Widow." 
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OFF-TACKLE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

fresh  in  the  game,  gradually  closed 
the  gap  between  himself  and  the 
racing  Walt.  On  the  ten  yard  line  he 
tore  through  the  air  like  a projectile, 
succeeded  in  grabbing  his  teammate 
by  one  leg,  and  brought  him  down  to 
earth.  Now  for  the  plaudits  of  the 
multitudes! 

It  was  an  enraged  Walt  that  picked 
himself  up  and  faced  Chuck.  "Well 
wise  guy,  which  team  are  you  playing 
for?"  Demanded  the  irate  halfback. 
Chuck  started  to  explain  his  day- 
saving play  but,  before  he  opened  his 
mouth,  a chill  that  would  freeze  the 
eguator  chased  up  and  down  his 
system,  as  the  horrible  truth  dawned 
on  him.  He  had  been  the  one  mixed 
up.  Not  Walt!  He  had  lost  the  game 
for  Sniparret! 

He  suddenly  felt  weak  . . . things 
grew  black  . . . Someone  was  pound- 
ing him  to  a pulp  . . . He  heard  a 
voice  . . . 

"Wake  up,  punk,"  one  of  his 
benchmates  was  saying.  "The  game's 
over,  and  we've  won.  Walt  just 
ripped  off  a fifty  yard  touchdown  dash 
in  the  last  minute  of  play.  After  a 
good  afternoon's  sleep  you  should  be 
ready  for  the  Homecoming  dance." 

With  a weak  "O.  K.,"  Chuck 
picked  up  his  helmet  and  plied  toward 
the  dressing  room.  As  he  passed  the 
press-box  he  heard  the  typewriters 
clicking  out  the  tale  of  Walt's  sen- 
sational run.  "Go  to,  boys,"  he 
muttered  "You  don't  know  it,  but 
you  missed  another  good  story  today." 


«.  V; 


HYA,FROSH?  TAKING  I 
UP  A MAN'5  TMOKE.EH?, 


YES.  BUT  I 
DON'T  ENJOY] 
A PIPE  THE  I 
WAY  YOU 
SENIORS  00.| 


YOU  WILL...ONCE  YOU  TRY  A 
LOAD  OF  THE  COLLEGE  MANS 
SMOKE 

rt^#^_U..HERE!  / £3 


SAY ! THATS  A REAL  SMOKE  ! 


right!  it 

TASTES  GOOD 
CLEAR  DOWN 
TO  THE  HEEL 
^ TOO  ! 


’Cellophan* 

vrapp^ 


ACT  NOW!  AMAZING  POUCH  VALUE! 


$iqo  POUCH  IN  YOUR 
COLLEGE  COLORS  FOR  10^^ 

. . . and  one  inside  white  parafTin  wrapper 
from  a tin  of  Edgeworth  Jr.  We  make  this 
amazing  offer  of  a $1.00  English  Type  Fold- 
ing I*ouch  in  Rep  Cloth  with  Rubberized 
Liner  for  only  lOjf  and  one  T^Tapper  just  to 
persuade  you  to  try  Edgeworth  Jr.  Buy  a 
tin  of  Edgeworth  Jr.  today.  Take  out  the 
inside  wrapper.  Send  the  wrapper  and  your 
dime  together  with  this  coupon  (or  write 
your  name,  college  and  address  on  the 
wrapper) — and  we  will  send  your  pouch 
immediately.  Only  one  to  a customer. 


I 

SPECIAL 

INTRODUCTORY  OFFER 

Larus  & Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va. 

Enolo!>cd  find  10<f  and  one  inside  white 
paraffin  wrapper  from  a tin  of  Etigeworth 
Jr.,  f<»r  which  send  me  $1.00  value  silk 
tobacco  pouch  in  my  college  colors. 


Name 

Address. 
City 


COLLEGE- 


Offer  good  for  only  30  daya 
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(Continued  from  page  9) 

agree  to  have  other  dates  at  least  once  a week — and  this 
is  absolutely  the  only  way  in  which  going  steady  can  be 
made  to  be  successful — and  the  girl's  sorority  sisters,  the 
man's  fraternity  brothers  will  start  to  talk.  People  on 
this  campus  have  an  infinite  amount  of  time  to  devote  to 
gossip,  and  they  like  nothing  better  than  to  bring  about  a 
break-up  between  some  couple.  And  unless  the  fellow 
and  the  girl  take  steps  to  silence  this  small  talk  by  ceasing 
other  dates,  they  immediately  lose  caste  among  their 
circle  of  acguaintances. 

Another  reason  for  selecting  an  off-campus  girl  is  that 
when  you  go  around  with  one  sorority  girl  you  assume  a 
definite  obligation  to  all  of  her  sisters.  Unless  you  go  out 
of  your  way  to  be  nice  to  them,  they  proceed  to  cut  your 
throat  with  the  greatest  possible  joy.  The  man  who 
starts  to  date  a sorority  girl  always  spends,  if  he  is  wise, 
as  much  time  in  playing  up  to  the  girl's  sisters  as  he  does 
to  the  object  of  his  choice.  And  even  then  it  is  a pretty 
futile  task,  for  girls  have  a natural  resentment  towards 
any  person  who  attempts  to  monopolize  either  the  time  or 
affections  of  one  of  their  number. 

Going  steady  offers  a perfect  set-up  for  any  fellow,  if 
he  can  find  a girl  willing  to  take  the  risks  involved  for 
her.  But  the  fellow  who  wishes  to  go  steady  should 
remember  that  with  nine  out  of  ten  campus  girls  the 
attempt  is  futile.  And  experience  proves  that  off- 
campus  girls  have  a certain  sincerity  and  lack  of  arti- 
ficiality that  coeds  have  long  since  forgotten.  So  for  a 
completely  happy  college  social  life  hook  up  with  some 
Washington  or  Baltimore  girl  and  let  the  local  babes  be 
content  with  weekly  visits  to  the  Grill. 


Tommy  was  listening  to  some  of  his  sailor  uncle's 
adventures: 

"You  see,  sonny,  1 always  believe  in  fighting  the 
enemy  with  his  own  weapons,"  said  the  uncle. 

"Really?"  gasped  Tommy.  "How  long  does  it  take 
you  to  sting  a wasp?" 

— "Widow." 


Teacher  (warning  her  pupils  against  catching  cold): 
"1  had  a little  brother  seven  years  old,  and  one  day 
he  took  his  new  sled  out  in  the  snow.  He  caught 
pneumonia,  and  three  days  later  he  died." 

Voice  from  the  rear:  "Where's  his  sled?" 

— "hod." 


"Waiter,  I'll  have  pork  chops  with  French  fried  and 
I'll  have  the  chops  lean." 

"Yes,  sir;  which  way?" 


Reporter:  "I've  got  a perfect  news  story." 

Editor:  "How  come?  Man  bite  dog?" 

Reporter:  "No,  a bull  threw  a professor." 


"I  went  out  in  the  kitchen  yesterday  and  a mouse  ran 
out  of  my  stove." 

"Why  didn't  you  shoot  it?" 

"Couldn't.  It  was  out  of  my  range." 


"Lillian  and  Jim  are  always  going  to  those  mystery 
plays." 

"Well,  it's  all  right  as  long  as  they  love  each  shudder." 

— "Sundial." 


"A  penny  for  your  thoughts." 

"What  do  you  think  I am?  A slot  machine?" 

— "Aggievator." 


Mother:  "Sonny,  don't  use  such  bad  words." 

Son:  "Shakespeare  used  them." 

Mother:  "Well,  don't  play  with  him  any  more." 
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In  the  spring  a young  man's  fancy; 
In  the  fall  he's  plain. 


NEW  FANGLED  NURSERY  RHYMES 

Jack  and  Jill  went  up  a hill 
Upon  a moonlight  ride; 

When  Jack  came  back, 

One  eye  was  black; 

His  pal,  you  see,  had  lied. 


He:  "I'm  not  feeling  myself  tonight." 
She:  "You're  telling  me." 


Old  Grad:  "Why  won't  you  sit  on  my  knee?" 

Betty  Coed:  "Because  my  mother  told  me  to  stay 

away  from  joints." 


She  isn't  my  best  girl.  Just  necks  best. 


"Take  deep  breath,  please." 


"But  please.  Mister.  I only  wanted  a haircut." 


Social  Worker:  "Do  you  owe  any  back  house  rent?" 

Relief  Seeker:  "We  ain't  got  any  back  house.  We 

have  modern  plumbing." 

— "Exchange." 


Prof.:  "Name  two  ways  to  turn  a man's  head." 
Coed:  "Rattle  money  or  rustle  a skirt." 


Sign  on  Student's  Door: 
enter,  wake  me  up." 


"If  I am  studying  when  you 
— "Kitty  Kat." 


The  Engineers  have  a swell  method  of  testing  their 
liguor.  They  connect  20,000  volts  across  a pint.  If 
the  current  jumps  across  it,  the  product  is  poor. 

If  the  current  causes  a precipitation  of  lye,  tin,  arsenic, 
iron  slag  and  alum,  the  whiskey  is  fair. 

If  the  liguor  chases  the  current  back  to  the  generator, 
then  they've  got  good  whiskey. 
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^tanbarb 

€nsrabmg 

Companj) 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 


Q 


1212  19th  Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


Plastered  so  what:  "I  found  a halfa 
dollar!" 

Also,  so  what:  "Ish  mine!  Ish 

mine!  Ish  got  my  name  on  it!" 

"Whatsh'ss  yer  name?" 

”E.  Pluribus  Unum!" 

"Yeh,  ish  mus  be  yoursh!" 

— "Froth." 


Store  Manager:  "But  how  could 

they  possibly  break  into  the  safe? 
They  must  have  known  how  to  open 
it.  But  where  could  they  have  got  the 
combination  for  it?" 

Stooge:  "They  might  have  taken 

the  combination  from  the  lingerie 
department,  sir." 

— "Penn  Punch  Bowl." 


Shed  a tear  for  the  poor  moth.  He 
spends  his  summer  in  a fur  coat  and 
his  winter  in  a swimming  suit. 


"Would  you  call  for  help  if  I tried 
to  kiss  you?" 

"Do  you  need  help?" 

— "Sundial." 


Foreman:  "Ya  know  ya  ain't  sup- 

posed to  smoke  while  yer  workin'." 

Laborer:  "Who  the  hell  says  I'm 

workin'?" 


Beggar:  "Have  you  enough  money 
for  a cup  of  coffee?" 

Student:  "Oh,  I'll  manage  some- 

how, thank  you." 


Second  Annual 

Terrapin  Swimming  Club  Dance 

Featurins 

BOB  lULA'S  ORCHESTRA 
Gy  m-Armory 

Stag  85c.  Friday,  Nov.  20 

Drag  $1.25  9 to  12:30 


God  created  the  world  and  rested; 

God  created  man  and  rested; 

God  created  woman;  since,  neither  has  rested. 


Give  a co-ed  enough  rope  and  she  will  hang — her 
head. 


Courtship:  he  came,  he  saw,  he  concurred. 


She:  "Getting  real  cold  isn't  it?" 

He  (Reflectively):  "Winter  draws  on." 

She:  "Sir!" 


Worldly:  "How  long  have  you  been  shaving?" 

Frosh:  "Four  years  now." 

Worldly:  "G'wan." 

Frosh:  "Yes  sir.  Cut  myself  both  times." 


"Guess  how  old  I am?" 
"21." 

"No." 

"24." 

"No." 

"23." 

"No,  try  22." 

"22." 

"No." 
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The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


Know  tke  answer?  So  dol 
These  ChesteriieUs  - 
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It  was  intermission  at  the  fraternity  dance  and  every- 
body came  inside  to  rest. 


Absent-minded  Sales  Girl  (as  date  kisses  her  good- 
night): "Will  that  be  all?” 


— "Blue  Bucket.” 


"Is  there  any  soup  on  this  menu?” 
"There  was,  but  I wiped  it  off.” 


"Did  you  enjoy  the  summer  sports.” 

"I  sure  did.  I got  engaged  to  two  of  them.” 

— "The  Log.” 


Little  Girl:  "Mother,  you  know  that  old  vase  you 

said  has  been  handed  down  from  generation  to  genera- 
tion?” 

Mother:  "Yes,  dear.” 

L.  G.:  "Well,  this  generation  has  dropped  it.” 


A sugar  daddy  is  a form  of  a crystalized  sap. 

— "Texas  Ranger.” 


WHEN  IT  RAINS 

First  Salesman:  "You're  a salesman,  too?  What  do 

you  sell?” 

Second  Salesman:  "Salt.” 

First  Salesman:  "I'm  a salt  seller,  too.” 

Second  Salesman:  "Shake.” 


THE  OLD  LINE  extends  to: 


Its  staff,  its  parents,  its  advertisers,  its  printer,  its  engraver, 
and  its  reader 

^casion’g  (Greetings! 

We  offer  for  your  holiday  delectation  the  following  items : 


College  Christmas  Conquers  Claus 

Around  the  Hill 

The  New  Line 

Black  Sheep 
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The  College  in  A Crisis 
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COLLEGE  CHRISTMAS  CONQUERS  CLAUS 

or 

XMAS  THE  SPOT 


The  scene  is  Santa  Claus's  work  shop;  the  time  is 
early  December.  As  the  curtain  goes  up,  the  white- 
bearded  old  gentleman  himself  is  in  the  center  of  the 
stage  surrounded  by  his  many  helpers,  all  busy  working 
on  toys  for  the  coming  Yuletide.  A shrill  piercing  voice 
showing  much  distress  is  heard  off  stage. 

SANTA  CLAUS — My,  my,  Lettoh,  what  is  all  this 
racket?  Right  at  the  busiest  time  of  the  year,  too! 

LETTOH — It's  Gnome  Number  233,  sir, — the  one  in 
charge  of  the  College  Park  District.  He  says  the  boys 
and  girls  down  there  want  so  much  for  Christmas  that 
he  has  reached  the  end  of  his  rope  and  37  sheets  of 
paper  trying  to  take  their  orders.  He's  a very  pitiful 
case,  sir,  if  I may  say  so. 

S.  C. — Well,  what  is  it  that  they  want  so  bad? 

L. — According  to  him,  sir,  there's  a fellow  by  the 
name  of  Humelsine,  down  there,  editor  of  a paper  or 
something,  sir,  who  wants  something  on  which  to  run 
an  editorial  campaign,  sir. 

S.  C. — Humelsine,  again,  huh?  What's  the  matter — 
isn't  he  satisfied  with  those  "Byrd  for  Pres.''  and  "Get 
Us  a Swimming  Pool"  models  I brought  him  last  year? 
And  how  about  that  "Foolhardy  Driving"  he  has  this 
Fall? 

L. — Well  you  see,  sir,  that  big  bad  Hunt  who  ran 
things  last  year  used  up  the  first  two,  and  Hummie  had 
to  give  up  the  "Foolhardy  Driving"  drive  after  the  first 
week — half  his  staff  got  put  in  the  hoosegow  for  traffic 
violations. 

S.  C. — I see.  Well,  how  about  the  rest  of  the  students? 
L.  —They're  pretty  bad  off  too.  Fellow  named 
Birmingham — a very  sad  case.  Wants  sixteen  hours  of 
class  cuts  a week  and  two  new  campus  offices. 

S.  C. — Isn't  that  guy  ever  satisfied?  I almost  cleaned 
out  my  stock  last  year  giving  him  stuff. 

L.  And  another  thing,  the  Tri  Delts  want  a new 
house. 

S.  C.-  -A  new  house!  After  that  nice  shiny  one  they 
got  last  year!  What's  the  matter  with  them? 

L.  — I'm  not  sure,  sir,  but  it's  something  about  there 
not  being  enough  room  in  the  house  for  some  of  the  new 
girls  and  the  older  members. 

S.  C.--I  see.  Well,  how  about  the  AOPis? 

L.  -Oh,  they're  doing  OK,  except  they  want  a high 
chair. 

S.  C.  - A high  chair!  Whatever  for? 

L.--Tt  seems  they  have  a new  pledge — Sara  Anne 
Vaiden's  the  name,  I think,  who  has  to  sit  on  three 


dictionaries  to  reach  the  table.  The  girls  think  it  would 
be  much  more  comfortable  if  she  had  a high  chair  to 
sit  in. 

S.  C. — Are  the  Daydodgers  satisfied?  Do  they  want 
anything? 

L. — Well,  nothing  new — still  griping  over  8.20's  as 
usual.  I think  we  should  give  them  a surprise  and  let'em 
have  8 o' clocks.  Then  they'd  have  a kick  coming.  But 
we  might  have  that  parking  lot  fixed.  It's  in  pretty  bad 
shape.  You  know  last  year,  Blitzen  sprained  his  leg  in 
one  of  the  big  holes  and  Vixen  got  a nail  in  his  hoof. 

S.  C. — Well,  we'II  look  into  that.  How  about  the 
girls  in  the  dorms? 

L. — Same  old  wish — more  late  leaves. 

S.  C. — Don't  those  women  ever  want  to  go  to  bed? 
Why,  when  Mrs.  Claus  was  a coed,  the  girls  were  lucky 
to  get  out  to  a Men's  League  meeting.  Is  Zal  doing  all 
right? 

L. — Oh,  my,  yes,  Zal  is  doing  fine,  although  somebody 
ordered  a sundae  during  the  intermission  of  the  1st 
Rossbourg  and  it  got  to  him  before  the  third  dance  of  the 
Calvert  Cotillion.  Aside  from  that  he  has  kept  up  the 
usual  speedy  service. 

S.  C. — Anything  else? 

L. — Well,  that's  about  all  the  Gnome  had  to  say — 
Oh,  yes — I almost  forgot.  Some  of  the  girls  down  on 
College  Ave.  at  that  place  called  the  Kappa  house  want 
you  to  stop  coming  down  the  chimney.  Four  of  them 
had  nervous  breakdowns  last  Christmas — they  thought 
you  were  the  stork! 

— "Joe  Geney." 


HI,  CHUBBINS  — 
WHAT'S  CHARLES 
LOOKING  SO 
SLUM  ABOUT?] 


OH,  he's  KINDA 
PEEVISH  BECAUSE 
HE  LOST  HIS  OLD  < 
PIPE  AND  MAD 
TO  8UV  A NEW  ONE 


A FINE  BRIAR  X CANT  DO  IT  FAST.' 
ALL  right;  BUT  you  1 1 HAVE  A 

donV  seem  to  be  sensitive  tongue, 
making  much  n-^  JUDGE  — AND  A 
HEADWAV  -<  new  PIPE  ALWAYS 
STINGS  AND  BURNS 


PRINCE  ALBERT  SPEAKS  FOR  ITSELF- 


Prince  Albert  is  as  tasty  and  mel- 
low as  Nature  and  man,  both 
working  together,  can  make  it. 
The  tobaccos  in  P.  A.  are  among 
the  choicest  grown— expertly  cured, 
carefully  matured.  As  the  crown- 
ing touch,  every  leaf  is  processed 


to  take  out  "bite.”  Then,  cut  the 
scientific  way— "crimp  cut.”  It’s 
bound  to  be  mellow,  tasty,  slow- 
burning  tobacco  that  suits  steady 
pipe  smokers  to  a T.  Prince  Albert 
is  great  tobacco  for  roll-your-own 
cigarettes  too. 


PRINCE  ALBERT  MUST  PLEASE  YOU 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage,  {Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Prince  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


50  pipefuls  of 

fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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Presenting  a startlingly  new  departure  in  campus  columns,  an 
attempt  to  show  that  the  Marylanders’  scope  o£  interest  is  not 
limited  to  the  Hill.  Dished  out  with  just  enough  o£  the  salt  o£  £ine 
writing  to  prevent  mental  indigestion  on  the  part  o£  the  reader.  . . . 


I'VE  just  returned  from  the  first-night  performance  of 
Miss  Katharine  Cornell  in  "Wingless  Victory"  at  the 
National  Theatre.  I sat  nearest  the  rail  in  Box  A,  the 
closest  to  the  stage.  It  was  all  very  thrilling. 


the  tailed  and  white-tied  bachelor  with  indigestion,  a 
bald  pate,  and  putty  face,  in  the  second  row. 


Altho'  the  curtain  wasn't  to  go  up  until  8.30,  I arrived 
at  the  theatre  a few  minutes  after  the  hour.  For  me,  you 
see,  the  performance  that  night  began  when  I arrived. 


First  the  nervous  standing- 
roomers  bustled  in.  I leaned  'way 
back  in  my  chair,  and  gave  them 
unashamed  full,  languid  three- 
quarter,  and  condescending  pro- 
file views  of  the  well-nigh  legend- 
ary type  of  person  who  occupies 
Box  A at  a first-night.  They  gaped. 


Then  the  second  and  third  bal- 
coneers  wandered  in.  This,  I rea- 
soned, was  a hard-boiled  crew;  I 
turned  on  the  sophistication  full. 
Before  it,  even  these  veteran  play- 
goers of  the  upper  floors  sur- 
rendered. I languished;  they 
gasped. 


and  the  chap  in  mustache  and  tweeds  escorting  a 
fleshy-nosed,  piano-legged  hussy  who,  before  she  read 
Nietzsche,  was  nothing  more  than  a country  gal  with  the 
itch. 


The  air  was  filled  with  hushes,  expensive  perfume,  and 
carbon  dioxide. 


A shoulder  - padded,  double- 
breasted  handsome  devil  attending 
a brace  of  violet-rayed  blondes, 
and  a crinkly-eyed  maiden  aunt 
complete  with  lorgnette  and  wrink- 
les shared  Box  A. 


By  Steve  Potter 


I was  prepared.  I never  once 
moved  to  fuss  with  my  tie  or  smooth 
my  hair.  I simply  sat  and  was 
bored,  and  knew  even  then  I was 
preening. 


I am  quite  sure  that  night  I cut 
deep  into  the  upper  crust. 


And  then — ah  then! — the  aristo 
cracy  of  the  theatre,  the 


cream  of  first-nighters,  of 
which,  at  least  for  this  single  night,  I was  one  . . . came 
in  with  a whisper,  and  sat  down  with  a buzz. 


Stout  old  ladies  in  purple  and  too  many  rhinestones, 
who  forgot  to  comb  out  their  hair  since  having  it  set 
for  the  night. 


the  scrawny,  hatchet-faced  only  daughter,  with  over- 
emphasized make-up,  who's  been  attending  affairs  such 
as  this  with  her  father  and  mother  since  she  was  18 — 
and  never  once  been  invited  to  drinks  at  intermission. 


The  apologetic  late-comers,  who  stepped  on  half  a 
row  of  feet  before  reaching  the  stool  that  fate  and  a 
ticket-stub  had  ordained,  the  purposeful  entrance- 
makers,  the  last-minute  ticket  beggars  ...  all  came  in  and 
settled. 


the  solid  row  of  over-bred  and  under-dressed  giggly 
debs  from  the  fashionable  school  on  Massachusetts 
Avenue,  well  chaperoned. 


Opera-glasses  were  given  final  testings,  buzzes 
became  hushes,  people  began  to  strangle  their  sneezes 
and  choke  their  coughs  . . . the  lights  slowly  dimmed  . . . 
8.29  . . . 


Then  my  boss  came  in,  and  took  the  seat  I was  saving 
for  her.  I went  back  to  work. 


After  all,  I say,  seeing  Miss  Cornell  that  night  would 
have  been  by  way  of  anti-climax. 


And  He  Learned 
about  FRESHNESS 

from  Her! 


DOPEY'S  delicious  Delilah  dished  out  fetching  freshness 
with  saucy  sureness.  Always  start  them  off  with  Double- 
Mellow  Old  Golds.  They  will  catch  on  so  much  quicker. 

The  two  jackets  of  Cellophane  is  the  first  tip-off,  and  then 
with  the  first  delightful  puff  of  that  mellow,  sun-ripened, 
prize  crop  tobacco,  the  light  of  true  freshness  will  dawn  and 
he’ll  catch  the  spirit  of  things,  Christmas  included. 


ZIPS  OPEN  double-quick! 

Outer  (lellophane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Bottom. 


Yes  indeedy,  and  you’ll  get  a bigger  kick  out  of  that 
Kriss  Kringle  Kiss  ...  it  will  he  factory -fresh. 


Inner  (]elloi>hane  Jacket  opens  from  the  Top. 


Copr.»  1936t  by  P.  Lortllard  Co.*  Inc. 

PRIZE  CROP  TOBACCOS  .akethem  DOUBLE-MELLOW 
2 JACKETS  OE  “CELLOPHANE”  keept.em  FACTORY-FRESH 


"Ye  Yuletyde  Carollers  Get  Theirs^ 
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By  Pyke  Johnson 


For  some  years  now  we  have  been 
trying  to  build  up  a friendly  rivalry 
between  this  publication  and  our 
next-door  neighbors,  the  Diamond- 
backers.  Until  the  present  all  efforts 
tending  to  assist  in  the  growth  of  this 
pleasant  enmity  have  resulted  in 
nothing.  The  windmills  we  have  been 
tilting  against  have  been  too  busy 
producing  more  wind  to  notice  our 
jabs.  Finally,  however,  our  per- 
sistence has  been  recognized — the 
editors  and  staff  of  the  paper  have 
looked  up  and  taken  cognizance  of 
our  attempts  to  bring  about  a mutual 
improvement  by  pointing  out  mutual 
failings.  We  learned  yesterday  of  a 
deep-rooted  "Diamondback"  plot  to 
steal  the  cover  of  this  issue  of  THE 
OLD  LINE  and  print  it  the  day  before 
the  magazine  is  released.  This  definite 
display  of  ingenuity  by  members  of 
the  "Diamondback”  staff  pleases  us  as 
much  as  it  surprises.  Should  it  be 
carried  out  we  promise  to  print  at 
least  two  months  in  advance  the  com- 
plete issue  of  the  "Diamondback”  for 
May  10.  And  this  is  a task  much 
easier  than  it  sounds — for  all  we 
would  have  to  do  would  be  to  read  the 
paper  for  the  corresponding  date  last 
year,  change  the  names,  and  then 
print.  We  guarantee  no  one  would 
notice  the  difference. 

• GRASS 

People  who  have  been  waiting  ex- 
pectantly for  ODK's  annual  attempt  to 
keep  people  off  the  grass,  will  ap- 
preciate this  story.  It  seems  as 
though  there  is  a campus  senior  who 


honestly  believes  that  the  letters 
O.  D.  K.  stand  lor  the  warning  "Off 
De  Kampus.”  We  have  inside  infor- 
mation that  he  will  be  enlightened  as 
to  his  mistake  before  the  year  is  over. 
For  the  members  of  O.  D.  K.,  tired  of 
warning  students  to  keep  off  the  grass, 
will  shortly  announce  a campaign  to 
keep  the  grass  off  the  students.  And 


if  you  don't  understand  what  we 
mean,  we  refer  you  to  Carl  Brockman 
who  will  explain  all. 

• MOVIE 

We  went  to  a show  in  Washington 
several  weeks  ago  and  sat  behind 
Noel  Coward.  The  feature  that  week 
was  The  Scoundrel,  starring  Noel 
Coward  and  the  best  picture  made  in 
lo,  these  many  years.  It  gave  us  a 
gueer  feeling  to  be  watching  Noel 


Coward  watching  Noel  Coward.  It 
also  gave  us  a gueer  feeling  to  be 
watching  Noel  Coward  watch  the 
Shirley  Temple  comedy.  It  also  gave 
Noel  Coward  a gueer  feeling,  judging 
from  the  way  in  which  he  looked  back 
impatiently  at  the  projection  booth 
every  few  minutes. 

• GENERAL- ITY 

Down  at  Washington  and  Lee  they 
have  the  pleasant  tradition  of  making 
all  freshmen  wear  blue  rat  caps.  This 
tradition  is  not  at  all  new — upper- 
classmen here  will  probably  remem- 
ber when  we  once  had  it  here — but 
at  W.  & L.  it  differs  from  correspond- 
ing customs  at  other  schools  in  that 
it  is  rigorously  enforced.  Freshmen 
who  fail  to  wear  the  blue  caps  or  who 
are  lax  in  speaking  to  upperclassmen 
are  reguired  by  the  school  Vigilance 
Committee  to  wear  yellow  caps. 
Recently,  a couple  of  seniors  walking 
across  the  campus  were  approached 
by  two  fellows  wearing  the  familiar 
yellow  cap.  The  upperclassmen  spoke 
to  the  other  two  and  were  guite  sur- 
prised when  the  latter  pair  ignored 
their  greeting.  Immediately,  there- 
fore, they  drew  out  their  notebooks 
and  prepared  to  take  the  names  of  the 
two  offenders.  Assuming  a brusgue 
tone,  they  went  up  to  the  fellows  and 
asked  them  if  they  realized  what  the 
yellow  caps  were  for.  Cne  of  the 
other  replied,  "Yes,  all  the  freshmen 
up  at  the  University  of  Maryland  are 
supposed  to  wear  rat  hats,  even  us 
football  players.”  Thereupon  the 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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BLACK  SHEEP 


• CLASS  OFFICERETTE 

Quiet  and  reserved,  she  is 
known  as  the  fourth  most 
hard-working  coed  on  the 
campus.  Has  a certain  tender 
spot  for  athletes,  particularly 
tall  ones.  Brunette,  size  six- 
teen. Does  very  convincing 
imitations  of  a student  at  work 
and  play.  Active  in  campus 
activities  and  is  organizer 
type.  Known  to  her  intimates 
— and  sorority  sisters  — as 
"End  Run."  Member  of  the 
"Diamondback"  Circulation 
staff,  otherwise  perfectly  normal.  All  of  her  girlhood 
ambitions  have  been  realized,  so  that,  as  she  modestly 
puts  it,  "there  isn't  much  left  to  do." 


• NEWSPAPERMAN 

Six  feet  one,  blonde,  and 
fickle,  he  is  always  wise- 
cracking or  smiling.  He  will 
positively  guarantee  to  set  in 
order  the  love  life  of  anyone 
who  asks  — except  himself. 

The  only  living  man  who  can 
do  six  weeks  of  Business  Law 
in  forty  eight  hours.  Has  for 
three  years  held  the  title  of 
luckiest  man  on  the  Maryland 
campus.  Sometimes  known 
as  "Horseshoe."  The  only 
junior  on  the  staff,  he  is  in  line 
for  "Diamondback"  editorship,  but  is  bearing  up  nicely 
under  strain.  Chief  ambition  is  to  date  a girl  who  is  not 
a Kappa. 


• CLASS  OFFICER 

Has  gained  lasting  fame 
as  an  intramural  referee. 
Member  of  the  Jubilant 
Brotherhood  of  Smiling 
Politicians.  Always  pop- 
ping up  in  obscure  places 
at  unexpected  times.  High 
school  basketballer,  but 
since  coming  to  college 
expanded  waist  line  and 
social  activities  have  cur- 
tailed active  participation. 
Organizer  and  manager  in 
intramurals.  There  is  still 
one  coed  with  whom  he  hasn't  been  madly  in  love — a 
daydodger  whom  he  hasn't  been  able  to  find.  Ambition 
is  to  be  most  thoroughly  theoretical  coach  ever  to  leave 
Maryland. 


• HOME  EC 

Good-natured,  sweet,  and 
lovable,  she  is  nevertheless 
a Kappa,  to  whom  even  the 
Phi  Delts  speak.  Always 
ready  and  anxious  to  learn 
something  new.  Visits  An- 
napolis freguently  but  is  plan- 
ning to  go  to  West  Point  in 
near  future.  There  she  hopes 
to  pick  up  a few  pointers. 

Class  officer  and  officer  with 
class.  Known  around  school 
as  the  only  coed  who  has 
never  been  dated  by  Tom 
Birmingham,  but  hasn't  let  this  go  to  her  head.  Ambi- 
tion is  to  develop  a dougnut  made  of  sponge  cake  for 
people  who  dunk. 
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ADVICE  TO  THE  LOVELORN 

If  you  want  to  win  your  baby, 

Listen,  fella,  treat  her  rough. 

Never  take  her  "No"  or  "Maybe” — 

They  are  just  a lot  of  stuff. 

If  she  dodges  all  your  passes. 

If  she  seems  a trifle  shy. 

Get  her  to  remove  her  glasses; 

Firmly  paste  her  in  the  eye. 

Listen  not  to  her  objections. 

She  won't  mean  them — never  fear. 

You  can  win  her  full  affections 
Merely  chewing  off  her  ear. 

If  she  spurns  your  new  advances. 

Give  her  just  one  hearty  cuff. 

You'll  discover  that  romance  is 
Best  achieved  by  being  rough. 

~B.  G. 


COMIC 

Well,  well,  children,  so  you  want  your  Uncle  Henry 
to  read  the  funnies  to  you,  eh?  All  right,  now  gather 
around  Uncle  Henry's  knee,  all  of  you.  What?  Yes, 
you  can  look  at  Uncle  Henry's  watch,  but  be  careful, 
now.  You  want  to  sit  on  Uncle  Henry's  lap?  Yessir, 
upsy-daisy. 

Now  let's  see,  what  would  you  like  me  to  read  first? 
You  would?  Little  Orphan  Anybody,  eh?  Uh  huh. 
Here  it  is!  Well,  well,  look  here,  it's  Christmas  time. 
See  all  the  people  carrying  packages?  And  here's 
Little  Orphan  Anybody  standing  over  here  in  the  corner 
shivering.  See,  she  says  she's  hungry.  Ha,  ha!  Cute, 
isn't  she?  She's  selling  flowers,  but  no  one  is  buying  any. 

Oh,  Oh,  look  at  this!  Some  nasty  old  man  has 
knocked  all  of  Little  Orphan  Anybody's  flowers  into  the 
gutter.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Huh?  Oh,  you  don't  think  that's 
so  funny?  Hmm,  no,  I suppose  not.  Well,  let's  go  on. 

Now  what  do  you  know  about  that!  That  big  truck  has 
just  run  over  Little  Orphan  Anybody.  And  she  says  she 
thinks  she's  catching  pneumonia.  Ho,  ho,  ho!  You 
what?!  So  you  think  this  is  getting  downright  morbid, 
do  you?  You  wish  Uncle  Henry  would  read  you  Gone 
With  the  Wind,  do  you?  Well,  I'll  . . . Where's  my 
hat?  Good  bye!!! 

— J.  H. 


The  boy  was  sniffling  until  the  teacher  could  stand 
it  no  longer.  Finally  she  rose  at  her  desk  and  said 
pointedly,  "Johnnie,  have  you  no  handkerchief?” 
"Yes'm,”  said  Johnnie,  "but  mother  said  never  to 
lend  it.” 


DARKNESS  ON  THE  DELTA 

"The  boys  in  the  fraternity  must  be  out.  The  lights 
are  not  on.” 

"No,  they  are  giving  a party.” 


With  caution  great  she  lifts  the  thing  up  toward  her. 
She  draws  and  breathes;  her  stomach  feels  upset. 
But  little  does  it  really  matter  to  her: 

At  last  she  has  inhaled  a cigarette. 
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"What!  No  Juicy  Fruit?" 


MEAL 

The  little  group  of  excited  people  came  running  and 
tumbling  to  the  velvety  spot  where  they  all  fell  in  a 
laughing  heap.  Chattering  and  joking  with  one 
another,  the  entire  crowd  entered  whole-heartedly  into 
the  holiday  spirit  of  the  occasion.  Gosh,  what  a lot  of 
fun  this  day  was! 

There,  under  a bushy,  fragrant  pine  tree,  with  pack- 
ages and  bundles  spread  all  around  them,  they  sang  and 
laughed  together.  The  glossy,  green  pine  was  one  of 
the  best  the  woods  had  to  offer;  Dad  had  seen  to  that. 
Many  bundles  lay  in  the  heap  at  the  base  of  the  tree,  so 
that  everyone  would  be  satisfied.  The  children  wanted 
to  open  the  packages  right  away,  but  Mother  made  them 
wait  until  everyone  was  seated  around  the  tree.  It  was 
a complete  family  gathering  that  had  assembled  for  the 
occasion,  in  the  cheery,  happy  atmosphere. 

And,  of  course,  there  was  plenty  of  eating  to  be  done. 
Mother  had  cooked  enough  to  feed  the  entire  city,  it 
seemed.  But  everyone  boasted  how  much  he  could  eat 
before  the  day  was  through,  and  if  all  expectations  were 
carried  out,  every  crumb  would  soon  be  gone. 

Father  cleared  his  throat,  overwhelmed  with  the 
occasion.  Then,  with  a strong  feeling  in  his  voice,  he 
declared,  "Darn  if  this  isn't  a swell  place  to  have  a 
picnic,"  as  he  munched  a sandwich  and  spread  out 
comfortably  on  the  grass. 


Author:  "This  is  the  plot  of  my  story.  A midnight 

scene.  Two  burglars  creep  steadily  toward  the  house. 
They  climb  a wall  and  force  open  a window  and  enter 
the  room;  the  clock  strikes  one." 

Sweet  Thing  (breathlessly):  "Which  one?" 


Prof:  "Didn't  you  have  a brother  in  this  course  last 

year?" 

Stude:  "No,  sir;  it  was  I.  I'm  taking  it  over  again." 
Prof:  "Extraordinary  resemblance,  though — extra- 

ordinary. 

—"Pel  Mel." 


"Let's  go  sit  on  the  porch." 

"No,  I'm  afraid  if  we  do  you'll  . . ." 

"No,  honestly  I won't." 

"Well,  what's  the  use  then?" 

— "Banter." 


Pyle:  "Mr.  Cook,  if  you  start  at  a given  point  on  a 

given  figure  and  travel  the  entire  distance  around  it, 
what  will  you  get?" 

Cook:  "Slapped,  sir." 


G.  E. 
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THE  LITTLE  MAN 

By  Jerry  Hardy 


The  wind  which  had  come  up  shortly  after  sundown 
had  given  the  air  an  uncomfortable  penetrating  chill, 
and  the  steady  drizzling  mist  which  accompanied  it 
spoke  warningly  of  snow  before  morning.  It  was 
growing  late  now;  the  streets  had  given  up  their  exterior 
of  noisy  importance  and  lay  tired  and  bare  before  the 
eyes  of  only  an  occasional  cr using  cabdriver.  On  each 
corner  stood  a lonely  light,  staring  morosely  at  the  little 
circle  it  illumined.  The  few  remaining  leaves  which  still 
clung  to  the  trees  were  conferring  sadly  in  whispers  as 
the  wind  moved  unfeelingly  by,  bent  on  ending  its 
futile  life  as  guickly  as  possible. 

Out  in  one  of  the  expensive  suburban  districts  a man 
turned  a corner,  hesitated,  and  moved 
rapidly  north.  He  was  a small  man, 
no  longer  young,  and  he  walked  with 
his  head  down,  shoulders  drawn  for- 
ward, as  if  he  felt  the  stabbing  blast 
keenly.  The  coat  which  he  kept 
pressed  to  his  body  was  frayed  and 
shabby.  The  stitching  on  one  pocket 
had  broken,  and  he  could  feel  the 
cold  air  race  across  his  ungloved 
hand.  A leaf  dropped  to  his  shoulder, 
rested  for  a moment,  then  zigzagged 
its  way  to  the  ground. 

The  little  man's  lips  moved  rapidly 
now  as  he  passed  the  hedges  that  hid 
great,  guiet  houses.  It  wasn't  right. 

He'd  never  wanted  so  very  much,  he 
and  Julie  hadn't.  And  they  wanted 
even  less  now.  Suppose  he  was 
caught  at  it;  it  would  be  better  than  having  to  come  home 
every  night  and  tell  Julie,  "No,  Julie,  not  today.  Maybe 
tomorrow  there'll  be  a niche  in  this  great  land  of  oppor- 
tunity for  a man  whose  ability  is  superseded  only  by  his 
integrity."  Say  it  grandiosely  like  that  so  maybe  he 
could  smile  a little  as  he  said  it.  And  Julie  would  smile 
back.  Even  when  there  wasn't  going  to  be  much  supper 
Julie  smiled  back.  She  had  been  marvelous,  Julie  had. 
And  to  think  that  once  he  had  thought  he  was  in  love 
with  . . . why,  he'd  almost  forgotten  her  name  for  a 
minute,  it  had  been  so  long  ago.  And  suppose  she 
hadn't  left  him.  Suppose  she  hadn't  gone  off  leaving  a 
hysterical  note  to  explain  everything.  Would  she  ever 
have  stuck  by  him  like  Julie  had?  Could  he  ever  have 
come  home  to  her  and  smiled  and  said,  "No,  not  today. 
Maybe  tomorrow  there'll  . . ."?  It  was  almost  funny  now 


to  think  of  how  complete  a fool  he  had  been  when  he  had 
found  that  note.  And  then  when  things  were  worst  he 
had  met  Julie.  And  she  had  shown  him  that  love  was 
more  than  wandering  along  a sandy  beach  all  cluttered 
up  with  foolish  little  dreams  and  moonlight,  more  than 
riding  horseback  with  someone  through  brilliantly 
leafy  woods.  She  had  shown  him  that  love  was  really 
waking  up  in  the  morning  thinking  about  someone,  and 
getting  up  wanting  to  do  things  for  her,  and  sitting  in  the 
evening  talking  to  her,  or  maybe  just  sitting  watching  a 
fire  and  not  saying  anything. 

Then  he  had  married  Julie.  He  had  been  an  im- 
portant man  at  the  bank  then,  and  they  had  moved  out 
into  a better  neighborhood,  this  very 
district  he  was  in  now.  And  when 
they  had  made  him  president,  he  and 
Julie  had  been  so  happy  that  he 
forgot  it  was  her  birthday,  and  they 
had  laughed  about  it  together.  Even 
when  the  examiners  came  and  said 
the  bank  would  have  to  close,  they 
hadn't  worried  much.  For  they  knew 
he  wouldn't  have  any  trouble  finding 
something.  His  friends  all  knew  that 
he  wasn't  to  blame,  in  spite  of  those 
things  the  papers  had  said.  He  had 
been  hurt,  perhaps,  when  people 
stopped  calling  him  and  the  men  at 
the  club  moved  away  when  he  walked 
in,  but  they  had  soon  left  all  that. 
And  their  little  apartment  wasn't  so 
bad,  really,  not  when  you  got  used  to  it. 

The  little  man  had  paused  now  before  a great,  guiet 
house.  He  looked  guickly  up  and  down  the  deserted 
street,  then  moved  into  the  yard  until  he  came  opposite 
a large,  low  window.  Once  inside,  his  hands  felt  along 
familiar  walls  until  they  lighted  on  the  wall  safe  they 
sought.  As  his  fingers  closed  on  a sheaf  of  bills,  the 
room  suddenly  cringed  under  the  accusing  stare  of 
lights.  A low  voice  said  guite  calmly,  "Put  up  your 
hands  and  turn  around."  The  little  man  turned  slowly 
to  face  a tall  woman.  She  stood  in  an  arched  doorway, 
and  the  darkness  of  the  hall  beyond  made  a respectful 
background  for  her  guiet  beauty.  In  one  hand  she  held 
a revolver  pointed  at  him. 

As  the  light  fell  full  upon  the  little  man's  face,  all  the 
composure  which  had  cloaked  the  woman  fell  from  her 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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THE  COLLEGE  IN  A CRISIS 

(Editorial) 

IN  this  tight  little  academic  world  of  ours  it  has  long  been  the  custom  to  pay 
but  scant  attention  to  the  events  of  the  outside  world.  It  has  been  tacitly 
understood  that  the  college  student  was  to  prepare  for  the  future  by  studying 
the  past,  that  the  present  had  little  or  no  bearing  upon  him.  The  average 
college  man  has  been  expected  to  keep  up  with  the  pennant  races,  the  current 
prizefights,  and  the  standing  of  major  football  teams.  Further  knowledge  of 
outside  events  has  been  considered  not  only  a superfluity,  but  in  the  rare 
cases  where  it  has  been  evidenced,  an  affectation. 

College  magazines,  save  for  a rare  cartoon,  have  taken  no  cognizance  of 
conditions  off  the  campus.  College  newspapers  have  editorialized  on  subjects 
such  as  school  spirit,  local  parking  conditions,  and  other  subjects  of  egual 
permanent  importance.  Debating,  the  only  extra-curricular  activity  in  which 
a student  is  made  to  think  for  himself,  has  been  almost  ridiculed  out  of  exis- 
tence. And  so  we  have  gone  blithely  on,  wrapped  up  in  the  guestion  of  what 
band  will  be  hired  for  the  next  dance,  or  what  person  is  dating  a certain  coed 
at  present;  and  have  chosen  to  ignore  entirely  the  world  into  which  we  are  to 
be  plunged  so  forcibly  at  the  end  of  our  stay  here. 

Meanwhile,  university  officials  the  country  over,  have  evinced  a similar 
indisposition  to  show  any  awareness  of  the  outside  world.  Billions  of  dollars 
have  been  spent  on  this  and  other  campuses  to  improve  the  physical  eguip- 
ment  of  the  universities.  The  new  buildings  in  College  Park,  for  instance, 
have  undeniably  improved  our  standing  among  other  schools  and  among  our 
alumni.  But  it  is  a moot  guestion  whether  they  have  aided  in  turning  out 
even  one  more  person  able  and  willing  to  look  at  existing  conditions  with  a 
critical  eye. 

Your  average  student  comes  to  college  not  to  learn  how  to  think,  but  to  have 
some  one  else  do  his  thinking  for  him.  And  he  leaves  the  university  possessed 
of  not  a single  original  idea,  his  mind  filled  with  garbled  notions  of  the  sayings 
of  popular  professors.  At  the  same  time,  the  professors,  discouraged  by  the 
unwillingness  of  the  students  to  think  for  themselves,  sink  into  a similar  state 
of  mental  lethargy  and  repeat  year  after  year  the  same  trite  lectures  on  sub- 
jects which  have  long  since  ceased  to  interest  them.  Four  years  at  a university 
serve  to  seal  up  the  brain  of  the  average  student  so  tightly  that  no  new  idea 
can  get  in  and  no  old  idea  can  get  out.  As  a result  the  college  graduates  and 
undergraduates  of  today  are  the  most  gullible,  the  most  easily  swayed  of  all 
our  classes.  Most  of  them  possess  a superficial  education  that  is  worse  than 
no  education  at  all. 

If  the  universities  are  to  justify  their  further  existence,  steps  should  be 
taken  at  once  to  remedy  this  deplorable  state  of  cerebral  apathy.  The  oppor- 
tunity for  college  students  and  professors  to  show  that  the  present  educational 
system  is  not  an  utter  failure  is  now  at  hand.  No  one  can  deny  that  it  is  an 
excellent  thing  to  have  elected  a President  so  overwhelmingly  supported  by 
the  people  of  the  country.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  when  unsound  radical 
doctrines  can  find  favor  in  other  countries;  when  perverted  fanatics  can,  by 
means  of  force  and  terrorism,  come  to  control  the  destinies  of  millions  of 
people;  when  frocked  and  unfrocked  demagogues  in  this  country  can, 
through  Utopian  promises,  build  up  trerwendous  followings,  the  huge  Demo- 
cratic majorities  in  both  the  House  and  Senate  may  well  be  a cause  for  alarm. 

No  government,  however  constituted,  can  be  truly  representative  without 
a strong  minority.  Since  such  a minority  is  so  obviously  lacking  in  the  in- 
coming Administration,  since  our  old  system  of  checks  and  balances  bids  lair 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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INTERVIEW  WITH  SANTA  CLAUS 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Claus!  Or  do  you  consider  it 
disrespectful  when  your  full  name  is  not  used?" 

"Ho!  Ho!  Ho!  No,  my  boy,  call  me  anything  you 
like  because,  from  what  I hear.  I'm  a jolly  old  soul." 

"I'm  from  the  'Diamondback'  at  the  University  of 
Maryland.  Since  you  are  the  most  important  person  in 
the  world  at  this  time  of  the  year,  I thought  an  interview 
with  you  would  make  a good  story.  The  editor  probably 
won't  use  it,  but  there's  nothing  like  trying.  You  see,  the 
'Diamondback'  puts  stuff  that  has  been  rewritten  for 
years  and  in  general  knowledge  of  the  campus  in  two 
inch  front  page  headlines,  as  'FOOLHARDY  DRIVING 
SCORED,'  but  for  a big  story  that  is  something  new  and 
different  and  of  vital  interest  to  everyone  on  the  campus, 
the  editor  turns  his  thumbs  down.  But  that's  neither 
here  nor  there;  the  'Diamondback'  isn't  important 
enough  to  take  up  your  time.  Now,  Santa,  many  of  us 
have  wondered  if  you  had  a middle  name.  "Would  you 
give  me  a statement  on  that?" 

"Well,  I don't  know  whether  you  ought  to  print  this  or 
not.  It  might  disillusion  the  little  children  and  college 
students,  but  I guess  they  won't  catch  on.  You  see,  I 
don't  have  a real  middle  name,  it's  just  sort  of  a nick 
name." 

"Well,  what  is  your  full  name?" 

"Ha!  Ha!  Ha!  Sh-h-h!  It's  Santa  'It's  poppa  who 
pays'  Claus." 

"And  how  do  you  like  your  work?" 

"Well,  after  hundreds  of  years  of  the  same  thing,  I still 
find  it  guite  enjoyable.  The  chief  disappointment  is  in 
the  children  who  think  I forget  them.  Take  the  college 
students;  they're  always  moaning.  They  seem  to  forget 
that  Santa  'It's  poppa  who  pays'  Claus  sends  them  to 
college." 

"What  surprises  do  you  intend  to  bring  to  the  Mary- 
land campus  this  year?" 

"Well,  now  let's  see,  what  do  they  need  down  there? 
Oh,  yes.  I'm  going  to  bring  all  the  sororities  except 
Kappa  a good  bunch  of  pledges;  I'm  going  to  bring  the 
upperclassmen  a lunior  Prom  with  a decent  orchestra 
which  will  play  'danceable  music,'  and  favors  to  be 
proud  of  (no  more  nicotine  bags).  I've  been  thinking  of 
giving  you  paved  parking  lots  and  a stop-light  but  the 
first  would  knock  the  'Diamondback'  out  of  four  or  five 
editorials  each  year  and  the  expense  of  a stop-light  would 
cancel  the  proposed  digging  and  refilling  of  several 
ditches.  Oh,  yes,  and  I'm  going  to  leave  Mike  lohnson 
there,  since  he's  the  nicest  cop  in  the  state." 

"Thank  you  Mr.  Claus.  Oh,  by  the  way,  how  did  you 
ever  get  the  name  Claus?" 

"Ho!  Ho!  Ho!  Well,  each  Christmas  there  is  good 
cheer  and  happiness  spread  everywhere  and  I'm  the 
Claus  of  it  all." 

Reporter’s  Note:  The  ''Diamondback''  wouldn't  take  this  story. 

The  Editor  said  it  was  too  timely.  — K.  P. 


One:  "Did  you  keep  the  date  with  your  girl  last  night 
in  all  that  rain?" 

Two:  "Naw,  I waited  for  her  two  hours,  and  she 

didn't  come,  so  I stood  her  up." 


He  (at  football  game):  "That  fellow  out  there  playing 

center  will  be  our  best  man  before  the  season  is  over." 
She:  "Oh,  Jack,  this  is  so  sudden." 


Prof:  "Take  this  sentence:  'Let  the  cow  be  taken  out 
of  the  lot'.  What  mood?" 

Frosh:  "The  cow." 

— "Widow.” 


"We  have  close  relatives  of  a famous  Hollywood  movie 
star  living  in  our  house." 

"Who's  the  star?" 

"Mickey  Mouse." 


Something  on  the  Ball 
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Fifteen 


LOGICAL 

Voices  in  the  dead  of  the  night  in 
the  dorm: 

"Wake  up,  quick,  wake  up!" 
"Can't." 

"Why  not?" 

"Ain't  sleeping." 


I've  never  been  dated. 

I've  never  been  kissed. 

They  said  if  I waited 

No  men  could  resist 

The  lure  of  a pure  and  innocent 
miss. 

The  trouble  is  this — 

I'm  fifty! 

Elmer  ran  a dingy  old  general  store 
in  a small  hick  town  in  the  well  known 
"mountains  of  Kaintuck,"  and  during 
the  fifty  years  of  his  life  he  had  never 
been  farther  than  a day's  horseback 
journey  away  from  home.  But  in  his 
fifty-first  year  he  yielded  to  the  solici- 
tation of  his  daughter-in-law  in  New 
York  to  pay  her  a visit.  When  he 
came  back,  his  neighbors  naturally 
dropped  in  to  hear  his  opinion  of  the 
big  town. 

"Well,  Elmer,  what  do  you  think 
of  New  York?"  one  inquired,  the  day 
after  his  return. 

Elmer  uncoiled  about  six  feet  of 
arms  and  legs,  adjusted  his  specs,  and 
spat  with  deadly  accuracy  into  the 
stove.  "Well,"  he  began,  "New 
York  is  some  town,  all  right.  Cars 
scootin'  like  lightnin'  over  yer  haid, 
dang  - burned  long  trains  a - divin' 
underground,  buildin's  so  blamed 
high  ye  cain't  see  the  tops  of  'em, 
millions  o'  miles  o' paved  streets,  an' 
autos  a-chasin'  ye  all  over  the  street. 
It's  a big  town,  all  right,  but  it'll  never 
be  a success.  It's  too  damn  fur 
away." 

— "Colorado  Dodo." 


First  Old  Maid;  "What  were  you 
screaming  about  last  night?" 

Second  Old  Maid:  "I  had  an  awful 
nightmare.  A man  was  chasing  me 
and  chasing  me  and  chasing  me,  and 
he  couldn't  catch  up  with  me." 


Joe  to  Clerk:  "Say,  won't  you  show 
me  a zipper  sweater  instead  of  a pull- 
over? . . . You  can't  pull  the  wool  over 
my  eyes." 


Silas  Clam 
Lies  on  the  floor. 
He  tried  to  slam 
A swinging  door. 


Freshman  (in  barber  shop):  "How 
long  do  I have  to  wait  for  a shave?" 

Barber  (after  close  look):  "Oh, 

about  six  months  or  a year." 


"Can  you  read  my  mind?"  the 
football  player  asked  the  college  siren. 
"Yes." 

"Go  ahead." 

"No.  You  go  ahead." 


THE  NEW  LINE 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

Washington  and  Lee  men  closed  up 
their  notebooks  without  a word,  and 
headed  off  towards  the  Delta  Tau 
Delta  bar,  there  to  spend  a quiet  hour 
meditating  upon  the  vagaries  of  life. 

• WRECKS 

The  recent  series  of  train  wrecks  in 
this  vicinity  failed  to  impress  us  as 
much  as  it  did  many  persons — such 
as,  for  instance,  the  fellows  who  got 
together  and  formed  a pool,  betting  as 
to  just  where  the  next  wreck  would 
occur.  Such  accidents  are  daily 
happenings  with  us  here  in  the 
Publications  Office.  On  an  average 
of  once  an  hour  some  one's  train  of 
thought  is  derailed — never  to  be 
returned  to  the  tracks.  And  as  far  as 
the  campus  at  large  is  concerned, 
this  is  probably  for  the  better. 

• LININGS 

An  A.  T.  O.  pin  is  a cross  between 
a Kappa  and  almost  every  other 
fraternity  man  . . . Engineers'  theme 
song — "Survey  You  Look  Tonight" 

. . . Everything  you  tell  a person  on 
this  campus  goes  in  one  ear  and  out 
the  other  ear — of  some  one  else. 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


XMAS  SPIRIT 

The  weary  editor  slumped  at  his 
desk.  Glaring  sullenly  into  space,  he 
muttered  a silent  curse  on  the  world 
in  general.  And  why  shouldn't  he  be 
angry?  With  the  world,  the  whole 
world,  reveling  in  the  joys  of  Christmas, 
he  had  to  spend  the  entire  sleepless 
night  at  the  office;  just  because  a 
story  was  liable  to  break,  too  big  for 
anyone  else  to  handle. 

Over  and  over  he  muttered  to  him- 
self about  his  misfortune.  Then  sud- 
denly his  face  lit  up  with  a smile.  If 
he  must  waste  his  time  in  the  damned 
old  office,  he  would  at  least  get  a little 
pleasure  out  of  his  waiting.  Rising, 
he  walked  determinedly  to  the  clothes 
closet  and  pulled  out  his  coat.  A 
chuckle  of  satisfaction  passed  his 
lips;  now  he  would  have  something  to 
keep  himself  happy.  Grinning,  he 
reached  to  put  his  hand  in  the  coat 
pocket.  But  he  carelessly  let  the 
coat  slip  to  the  hard  floor  just  as  he 
was  about  to  extract  his  object  of 
entertainment.  A tinkle  of  breaking 
glass  cut  the  guiet  of  the  gloomy  room 
when  it  hit.  The  editor's  stuck  his 
hand  in  the  pocket  and  growled 
harshly  as  he  removed  it,  stained  and 
odiferous. 

Looking  at  the  dark  wall  with  a 
stare  that  showed  mingled  emotions 
of  extreme  disappointment  and  violent 
anger,  he  moaned  his  woes  to  the 
unheeding  night.  In  a sullen  tone  he 
cried,  "Damn  these  cheap  fountain 
pens,"  and  disgustedly  threw  the 
useless  cross  word  puzzle  into  the 
waste  basket. 

— G.  E. 


Making  love  is  like  making  pie.  All 
you  need  is  crust  and  a lot  of  apple 
sauce  to  go  with  it. 

— "Ink  Sense." 


1st  Drunk:  "Did  you  hear  shom- 

shing?" 

2nd  Ditto:  "No." 

1st  Drunk:  "Thash  funny.  I'm 

talking  to  you." 


Lawyer:  "Why  didn't  you  scream 

as  soon  as  he  touched  you?" 

Old  Maid:  "I  didn't  know  he 

wanted  my  money." 


Hickory,  dickory,  dock 
The  mouse  ran  back  the  clock. 

So  I was  late  for  my  eight-twenty. 


"Do  you  know  what  the  burglar 
who  broke  into  the  Sigma  Nu  house 
got?" 

"Yeah  . . . pledged." 


Home:  "I  made  this  meat  loaf  out 

of  a cook  book." 

Ec:  "Yes,  I just  finished  eating  the 
cover." 


Give  a man  enough  rope  and  he'll 
smoke  himself  to  death. 


Stude:  "Is  this  pure  ice  cream?" 

Waiter:  "As  pure  as  the  girl  of 

your  dreams." 

Stude:  "Gimme  a package  of 

cigarettes." 


"Mamma,  do  pigs  have  babies?" 
"Why,  of  course,  my  dear." 

"That's  funny.  Someone  told  me 
they  had  little  pigs." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seventeen 


Phi  Delt:  "Gee,  that  punch  tastes  good — but  them 

fish  certainly  get  in  your  way!" 


He:  "I'd  ask  you  for  this  dance,  but  all  the  cars  are 

taken." 


THE  COLLEGE  IN  A CRISIS 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

to  be  discarded  for  once  and  all,  it  becomes  the  duty  of 
every  educated  person  to  scrutinize  the  doings  of  his 
government  closely  and  critically.  For  it  is  only  through 
a union  of  the  educated  that  any  possible  steps  towards 
the  making  of  undesirable  changes  in  our  governmental 
structure  can  be  averted. 

The  daily  paper,  save  for  the  sports  and  comic  sections, 
has  long  been  ignored  by  the  college  student.  Hence- 
forth, it  is  imperative,  for  the  good  of  the  individual  and 
the  country,  that  the  college  student  pay  more  attention 
to  the  front  and  editorial  pages.  The  outside  world, 
however  remote  it  may  seem  at  the  present,  is  the  world 
in  which  we  are  going  to  have  to  live;  we  should  make 
sure  that  it  will  be  a world  in  which  life  will  be  worth 
living. 

This  article  was  not  intended  as  a jeremiad  prophesy- 
ing defeat  and  despair.  The  writer  has  too  much  faith 
in  the  essential  ability  of  the  American  people  to  blunder 
through  any  crisis  successfully.  But  persons  returning 
from  Europe  in  the  past  weeks  speak  of  the  universal 
attitude  of  hopelessness  prevalent  in  the  countries 
across  the  Atlantic.  Europeans,  facing  with  dread  a 
blackly  uncertain  future,  no  longer  are  able  to  find 
happiness  in  the  present.  If  the  growth  of  such  an 
attitude  is  to  be  prevented  here,  it  is  vitally  necessary 
that  educated  Americans  take  more  seriously  their 
obligations  as  citizens.  Let  them  know  what  is  being 
done  in  Washington  in  their  name;  and  let  them  be  sure 
that  any  changes  in  our  government  are  the  ones  they 
desire  and  not  merely  the  wishes  of  a group  of  misguided 
political  theorists.  The  college  man  should  not  only 
assume  an  interest,  but  should  take  over  actual  leader- 
ship in  the  affairs  of  his  community.  If  he  shirks  this 
duty,  then  let  him  take  even  more  seriously  his  present 
philosopy  of  "eat,  drink,  and  be  merry,"  for  the  day  of 
reckoning  falls  on  a not  far  distant  morrow. 


YOU  made  hay 

While  the  sun  was  bright. 

I sowed  wild  oats 
By  the  moon  at  night. 

Your  hay  is  stacked 
In  bundles  neat. 

But  the  lingering  taste 
Of  oats  is  sweet. 

— "Texas  Ranger." 


If  two  hula-hula  girls  love  the  same  engineer  they 
will  pull  straws  for  him. 


The  bright  young  pupil  looked  long  and  thoughtfully 
at  the  second  examination  guestion,  which  read:  "State 
the  number  of  tons  of  coal  shipped  out  of  the  United 
States  in  any  given  year."  Then  he  wrote:  "1492 — 

none." 


r ■■ 

"Gad,  what  a marvellous  day  for  polo!" 


Eighteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


A TALE  OF  TRIBBLE 


THERE'S  something  very  strange 
about  you  tonight,"  said  Mrs. 
Tribble  to  her  husband  as  she  sat 
before  the  fire,  viciously  winding  up 
the  ball  of  thread  that  was  her  mind. 

The  words  sneaked  up  on  Mr. 
Tribble,  and  pounded  him  on  the 
eardrums,  the  hammer,  anvil,  stirrup; 
and  preceded  thence  to  the  inner 
cochlea,  and  from  there  to  the  brain 
cells. 

"Hey,"  said  the  brain  cells  to  Mr. 
Tribble,  and  he  sat  upright. 

"Something  strange  about  me?" 
"Yes.  It's  this.  "Mrs.  Tribble  held 
up  her  ball  of  thread.  "I  was  going 
along  real  good  until  I came  to  this. 
It's  a knot." 

"A  not?"  asked  Mr.  Tribble. 

"No.  A knot."  said  his  wife. 
"Oh,"  said  Tribble.  "And  what 
has  this  to  do  with  me?" 

"It's  the  part  of  my  mind  that  I 
think  about  you  with.  And  it's  all 
tangled  up.  See." 

"Why  must  you  always  be  unravel- 
ing, unraveling,  UNRAVELING," 
murmured  Tribble. 

"I  think,"  said  Mrs.  Tribble,  her 
tongue  bouncing  between  her  teeth 
like  a rubber  ball,  "I  think  there's 
another  woman  in  your  life." 

"Another?"  said  Mr.  Tribble  softly 
and  absently,  like  the  memory  of  a 
ripple  of  a dried-up  mountain  stream. 

"Tribble!"  The  axe  that  was  Mrs. 
Tribble's  anger  crashed  down  on  the 
kindling  that  was  Mr.  Tribble's  ti- 
midity. 

"I  think  I'll  go  out  for  a walk," 
whispered  the  husband,  batting  away 
the  blackbirds  of  his  apprehension, 
as  they  pecked  and  flitted  about  him. 

"I'll  come  too,"  said  his  wife. 
Her  words  were  kerosene  on  the 
trash-pile  of  Tribble's  fear;  her  look 
was  the  lighted  match.  Mr.  Tribble 
fled  wildly  out  into  the  street. 

Alone  he  was,  and  he  hurried 


By  Christine  Kempton 

along,  his  face  disconsolate  like  a 
piece  of  last  week's  chewing  gum. 

Then  suddenly  remembering,  he 
fumbled  in  his  pocket  with  hurried 
caterpillars  of  fingers,  and  found  a 
small  note,  "Meet  me  at  the  lamp- 
post,"  it  said,  and  his  heart  trotted 
around  behind  his  ribs  like  a gay 
little  horse  behind  a fence. 

"Of  course,"  said  Tribble.  And 
headed  for  the  lamppost,  with  his  eyes 
expectant,  like  two  little  blue  pigs 
waiting  to  be  fed. 

And  at  the  lamppost  he  found  her, 
draped  around  it  like  a flag  on  a 
sultry  day. 

"Been  waitin',"  she  murmured,  her 
voice  like  the  shattering  of  a cheese 
glass  on  bricks. 

Emotion  stirred  Tribble,  as  an  egg 
beater  in  cake  dough,  and  he  caught 
the  two  trembling  sardines  that  were 
her  hands. 

Little  flames  of  their  words  flared 
in  the  darkness,  but  were  hissed  out 
by  the  suddenly  dampened  atmos- 
phere. 


"I  think  we're  being  followed,"  said 
Cherry,  her  name  being  Cherry. 

"Hmmm,"  said  Tribble,  and  the 
little  green  snake  of  his  tone  slipped 
out,  evil-eyed,  into  the  dark.  "I  have 
an  idea  who  it  is." 

His  eyes  poked  around  in  the  dark- 
ness, like  swords  probing  for  an 
enemy. 

"Cuch,"  said  a voice,  "You  needn't 
poke  me." 

"So  it  is  you,"  said  Tribble  to  his 
wife,  as  she  appeared  in  view,  like  a 
crocodile  with  indigestion. 

"Yes,  it's  me,  and  what  do  you 
think  you’re " 

"Ch,  I?"  said  Tribble  non- 

chanlantly  leaning  one  elbow  on  a 
nearby  mailbox.  "I  was  about  to 
mail  a book,"  he  said  suavely. 

"And  I was  about  to  book  a male," 
giggled  a voice  that  was  Cherry's 
from  a nearby  bush. 

"Cherry,"  cried  Tribble  disap- 


(Continued  on  next  page) 


Cn  the  Bench  at  Bali-Bali 


pointedly.  "You've  wrecked  us." 

"Sorry,"  said  Cherry,  appearing. 
"Who's  this?" 

"This,"  whispered  Tribble  to 
Cherry,  "Is  my  wife,  Ethel  . . . And 
watch  out.  She  contains  lead." 

Little  snorts  of  derision  appeared 
from  Mrs.  Tribble,  like  a bevy  of 
excited  rabbits. 

"Yes,  and  I'll  show  you,"  she  said, 
and  fingered  an  automatic  that  peered 
at  Tribble  with  a round,  unblinking 
eye. 

Tribble  gasped,  and  made  a sound 
like  a vacuum  cleaner  being  turned 
off.  Cherry  murmured  bleakly  like  a 
winter  wind  in  a dead  pine  tree;  but 
a smile  got  up  and  walked  across  Mrs. 
Tribble's  face. 

The  porcupine  that  was  Tribble's 
conscience  walked  up  and  down  the 
custard  of  his  backbone.  He  turned 
around  and  looked  himself  sguare  in 
the  eye,  man  to  man.  "Someone 
must  be  given  up,"  he  told  himself 
firmly. 

"Me,  then,  Mr.  Tribble,"  said  Mr. 
Tribble. 

"Oh,  not  me,"  sighed  Mr.  Tribble. 

"Yes,  me,"  growled  Mr.  Tribble 
firmly.  They  turned  and  faced  the 
woman. 

"I've  had  a talk  with  myself,"  said 
Tribble  to  his  wife.  "I  will  sacrifice 
myself.  You  may  shoot  me."  His 
words  clinked  out  of  his  mouth  like 
rusty  razorblades  and  sawed  across 
the  throbbing  egg  of  Mrs.  Tribble's 
heart.  She  raised  her  gun,  pulled  the 
trigger,  and  a bullet  wandered  out  of 
the  muzzle,  towards  Tribble. 

Cherry  made  a sound  like  a rusty 
lawnmower  cutting  thistles. 

Mrs.  Tribble's  eyes  reached  up  and 
pulled  the  lids  down  over  them.  Mrs. 
Tribble's  feet  turned  around  madly, 
and  started  off  down  the  street,  Mrs. 
Tribble  on  top  of  them. 

Cherry  stared  at  Tribble,  as  a smile 
was  poking  itself  out  between  Trib- 
ble's teeth. 

"Didn't  you  even  get  hit,  even?" 
murmured  Cherry,  her  words  blos- 
soming like  hydrangeas  and  dahlias 
in  the  evening  air. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"My  wife  shot  between  me  and 
myself,"  said  Tribble  proudly,  picking 
hydrangeas  and  dahlias,  "And  didn't 
hit  either  of  us,  ha,  ha." 

And  the  full  moon  rose  like  a fat 
man  getting  up  after  dinner;  coughed 
politely,  and  looked  the  other  way. 


"I  hate  women  who  are  vague  and 
non-committal,  don't  you?" 
"Mmmmm." 


Salome,  the  first  woman  to  discover 
the  relation  between  gauze  and  effect. 


Freshman  (finishing  a letter):  "I'd 

send  you  that  five  I owe  you,  but  I've 
already  sealed  the  letter." 

— "Widow." 


"I'm  fed  up  on  that,"  cried  the 
baby,  pointing  to  the  high  chair. 


' 'I'm  going  to  guit  dating  engineers. 
They  leave  blue  prints  on  my  neck." 

"Yeah,  but  lawyers  are  always  con- 
testing your  will." 


SOTH  ««» 


THANKS  FOR  THE  SWELL  PI  PE, SON 


OPEN 

THAT  OTHER 
PACKAGE, 
DAD 


RIGHT!  TH  ATS 
WHAT  WE 
5/AOKE  BACK 
AT  COLLEGE 


YOU  YOUNGSTERS 
SORE  KNOW 

TOBACCO 


YOU  BET! 

EDGEWORTH  JR 

MAKES  ANY 
PIPE  TASTE 
G00D--CLEAR 
DOWN  TO 
THE  HEEL  !'- 


Vacuum-fresh 

tins. 


TIMEf.Y  TIP:  If  dad^s  a steady  pipe 
smoker,  pet  him  a special  Xmas  paokape  of 
Edpeworth  Ready-Rubhed  or  Plup  Slice. 
If  he  smokes  both  a pipe  and  ciparettes, 
pet  him  this  laminated  "Cellophane'^  Xmas 
package  of  Edgeworth  Junior. 


WHILE  THEY  LAST!  POUCH  FOR  W 


. . . and  one  inside  white  paraffin 
wrapper  from  a tin  of  Edgeworth  Jr. 

IN  YOUR  COLLEGE  COLORS 
We  offer  this  $1.00  English  Type  Fold- 
ing Pouch  in  Kep  Cloth  with  Rubber- 
ized Liner  for  only  10c  and  one  wrapper 
to  persuade  you  to  try  Edgeworth  Jr. 
Buy  a tin  today.  Send  the  inside  wrap- 
per and  your  dime  together  with  this 
coupon  (or  print  your  name,  college 
and  address  on  the  wrapper) — and  we 
will  send  pouch  immediately.  Only 


SPECIAL 

INTRODUCTORY  OFFER 

Larus  & Bro  Co.,  Richmond,  \a. 
Enclosed  6nd  10(f  and  one  inside  white  paraffin 
wrapper  from  a tin  f>f  Edgeworth  Jr.  Send  me 
$1.00  value  silk  tobacco  pouch.  (P/ease  print.') 

Name 


Address- 
City 


one  to  a customer. 


COLLEGE. 


I 


I 


Offer  good  for  only  30  days 


Twenty 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Bernice;  "Have  you  heard  from  home  this  week?” 
Wayne:  "No,  not  a cent.” 


Then  there  was  the  man  who  could  only  afford  to  send 
his  son  to  college  for  two  years,  but  who  let  him  go  as  he 
figured  that  half  a loaf  was  better  than  none. 


Tramp:  "Could  you  give  a fellow  a bite?” 

Housewife:  'T  don't  bite  myself,  but  I'll  call  my  dog.” 

— "Drexerd.” 


"Your  dress  is  too  short.” 

"I  don't  think  so.” 

"Then  you  must  be  in  it  too  far.” 


NEW  TWIST 

The  Man:  "Who  was  that  lady  I seen  you  outwit 

last  night?” 


It  your  husband  ever  falls  for  another  woman,  don't 
let  the  eternal  triangle  get  you  down.  Falling  for  another 
man  will  sguare  it. 

— "Punch  Bowl.” 

Then  there  was  the  girl  who  wore  only  a cluster  of 
strawberries  to  a fancy  dress  ball  and  got  herself  into 
a hell  of  a jam. 


Joe  (reading  death  statistics):  "Say,  Phil,  do  you 

know  that  every  time  I breathe  a man  dies?' ' 

Phil:  "Then  why  don't  you  use  a mouth  wash?” 


The  morning  after  the  night  before 
Our  cat  came  back  at  the  hour  of  four; 

The  innocent  look  in  her  eyes  had  went, 

But  the  smile  on  her  face  was  a smile  of  content! 

— "Cornell  Widow.” 


There  was  a young  lady  from  Rhyde 
Of  eating  green  apples  she  died; 

Within  the  lamented 
They  guickly  fermented. 

And  made  cider  inside  her  inside. 

— "Widow.” 


"Do  you  believe  that  perfectly  awful  story  they  are 
telling  about  the  AOPTs?” 

"Yes,  what  is  it?” 


A phonograph,  a jug  of  wine,  and  thou 
Beside  me  singing  in  the  wilderness. 

To  wind  the  spring 
And  spring  the  wine 
When  I desire  it. 


Verily,  a woman  is  a woman,  but  a good  cigar 
shouldn't  be  picked  up  on  the  street  either. 


Lots  of  guys  have  good  looking  girls,  but  the  iceman 
has  his  pick. 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Twenty-one 


THE  LITTLE  MAN 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

like  the  revolver  which  dropped  from  her  hand.  "Jim!” 
she  said  disbelievingly,  "Not  you  ...  I know  that,  . . . 
but  why  ...”  Then  after  a moment's  silence,  "You  came 
here  knowing  that  I couldn't  stop  you.  I couldn't, 
Jim,  not  after  what  I . . . that's  what  you  wanted,  isn't  it?" 

"She  thinks  I know!"  thought  the  little  man.  "She 
thinks  I know.  Oh,  my  God,  how  funny.” 

He  wheeled  guickly  then,  picked  up  the  bills  and 
disappeared  through  the  window,  knowing  suddenly 
why  he  could  never  love  Julie  and  hating  himself  for  it. 
It  was  colder,  now.  It  had  started  to  snow. 


Adam  must  have  had  a tough  time  when  he  first 
picked  up  Eve.  He  couldn't  say,  "Haven't  I met  you 
somewhere  before?” 

— "Exchange.” 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM  - 


NO  VOICE ! 

Gus:  "The  horn  on  your  car  must  be  broken.” 

Mr.:  "No,  it's  just  indifferent.” 

Gus:  "Indifferent!  What  do  you  mean?” 

Mr.:  "It  just  doesn't  give  a hoot.” 

— "Log.” 


Her  lips  guivered  as  they  approached  mine.  My 
whole  frame  shook  as  I looked  into  her  eyes.  Her  body 
shook  with  intensity  as  our  lips  met,  and  my  chin  vibrated 
and  my  body  shuddered  as  I held  her  close  to  me. 

The  moral  of  this  is:  "Never  kiss  them  in  a flivver 

with  the  engine  running.” 


A nudist  is  a person  who  goes  coatless  and  vestless 
and  wears  trousers  to  match. 


— "Dodo.” 


In  huge,  drab,  brick  buildings  overlooking  the  Bay, 
Stanford  Medical  grads  are  taught  how  to  get  paid  for 
what  others  get  slapped  for.  A very  delicate  and  im- 
portant operation  was  about  to  be  performed  and  all 
budding  young  medicos  were  reguested  to  attend,  look, 
and  learn. 

The  observers'  gallery  was  packed  like  the  balcony  in 
the  local  cinema  palace  in  pre-boycott  days.  An 
awesome  stillness  descended  upon  the  place  as  the  deft 
hands  of  the  surgeon  began  the  unusual  incision.  The 
students  watched  breathlessly  until  he  at  length  indicated 
that  the  work  was  done.  Then  to  show  their  appreciation 
of  his  amazing  dexterity,  the  entire  house  burst  into 
tumultuous  applause.  The  surgeon  raised  his  hand  for 
silence,  bowed,  and  as  an  encore  removed  the  patient's 
appendix. 


"Would  you  like  to  come  up  and  see  my  heiroglypics?” 


- — "Chaparral.” 
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FOR  THE  COEDS 


More  beautiful  romances  have  been  killed  on  this  campus  by  the  approach  of  Christmas  than  by  the  "Diamond- 
back"  dirt  column.  We  hope  to  avoid  some  of  this  annual  unhappiness  this  year  by  tipping  fellows  off  to  some 
inexpensive  gifts,  the  purchase  of  which  will  not  only  delight  the  lady's  heart,  but  will  also  obviate  any  of  that  un- 
pleasantness that  goes  with  the  termination  of  a romance. 

Perfume  (not  the  kind  that  comes  from  the  dime  store)  is  one  of  the  most  popular  presents,  for  the  boy  can  choose 
the  kind  he  likes  best.  We  realize  that  the  most  favored  perfume  with  the  large  majority  of  Maryland  men  is  probably 
Evening  in  the  Dairy  or  Coty's  Essence  of  Pool  Room,  but  the  discerning  male  can  always  find  a decent  perfume  at  a 
reasonable  price. 

No  girl  can  have  too  many  evening  bags.  And  the  boy  who  gives  one  of  these  thereby  rids  himself  of  the  bulging 


dinner  jacket  pockets 
that  make  him  feel  like 
a walking  cosmetics 
counter  at  dances. 
Fraternity  jewelers 
carry  an  inexpensive 
line  of  these — their  most 
attractive  number  this 
year  being  a small  chain 
bag  with  compact  in- 
serted in  its  top. 

Men  whose  innate 
modesty  has  hitherto 


CHRISTMAS  shop- 
ping for  the  Mary- 
land male  is  far  less 
complicated  than  is  the 
selection  of  gifts  for 
coeds.  Men  are  so 
much  more  reasonable 
in  their  desires;  and  the 
list  of  highly  acceptable 
items  is  made  up  of 
relatively  inexpensive 
items. 

Take  smoking  para- 
phernalia, for  instance. 


kept  them  from  giving 
the  girl  friend  a picture 
need  hold  off  no  longer. 
Whether  or  not  the 
picture  means  anything, 
it  can  always  be  added 
to  the  trophy  collection 
atop  the  bureau.  And 
if  you  want  to  make  sure 
that  your  picture  gets  on 
the  dresser,  stick  it  in 
an  attractive  frame  (gold 
(Continued  on  page  23) 


If  the  boy  friend  smokes 
a pipe,  he  can  always 
stand  a new  one.  Kay- 
woodies  make  swell  gifts 
and  the  more  inexpen- 
sive Yello-Bowls  do  very 
nicely.  A can  of  his 
favorite  tobacco  or  a 
carton  of  cigarettes  are 
both  suitable,  and  no 
boy  can  get  too  much  of 
either  commodity.  Or 
an  ash  tray  bearing  his 
fraternity  seal  or  of  some 


novel  design  not  only  serve  to  decorate  his  room,  but  have  a highly  utilitarian  value  as  well.  And  no  fellow  ever  has 
too  many  pouches. 

Neckties  as  Christmas  presents  are  absolutely  taboo.  He'll  get  enough  of  them  from  maiden  aunts  in  Baltimore, 
Lord  knows,  and  besides  no  woman  yet  has  ever  picked  out  a tie  a man  wanted  to  wear.  Tie  pins,  unless  he  likes 
starch  collars,  and  tie  clasps  are  suitable  and  inexpensive. 

In  the  jewelry  line,  no  fellow  ever  has  enough  studs  and  cuff  links  for  formal  wear  to  go  around,  and  cuff  links  of  the 
every  day  variety  will  hurt  no  fellow's  feelings — provided  he  is  in  the  habit  of  wearing  them.  Since  keys  on  this 
campus  are  a dime  a dozen,  a key  chain  can  be  used  by  almost  any  fellow,  and  the  novelty  of  the  leather  watch  chains 
that  fit  into  one's  lapel  has  not  yet  worn  off. 

This  time  last  year  a subscription  to  Esquire  would  have  been  the  perfect  present.  However,  this  magazine  is 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Landlord  (to  prospective  tenant): 
"You  know  we  keep  it  very  quiet  and 
orderly  here.  Do  you  have  any 
children?" 

"No." 

"A  piano,  radio,  or  victrola?" 

"No." 

"Do  you  play  any  musical  instru- 
ments? Do  you  have  a dog,  cat  or 
parrot?" 

"No,  but  my  fountain  pen  scratches 
like  hell  sometimes." 


FOR  THE  COEDS 

(Continued  from  page  22) 

and  silver  frames  with  fraternity  seals 
on  them  are  going  over  big  this  year) . 

Go  easy  on  powder,  rouge,  lip- 
stick, and  the  like.  A girl  usually  has 
her  own  particular  brand  of  these 
commodities;  and  unless  you  are  sure 
you  are  picking  the  right  shades  the 
present  is  worse  than  useless.  If  your 
girl  can  write,  stationery  is  not  amiss 
in  the  gift  line.  Something  with  her 
initials  or  sorority  seal  is  acceptable, 
even  though  she  will  have  run  out  of 
it  long  before  she  ever  gets  a chance 
to  use  it  in  writing  to  you  . . . 

For  those  who  can  afford  to  spend 
a little  more  money  jewelry  is  ever  in 
order.  Rhinestone  bracelets  for  even- 
ing wear,  pearls  for  sweaters,  and 
sorority  rings  will  help  make  that 
happy  Christmas  smile  last  at  least 
until  New  Year's  day.  Fraternity 
pins  (if  the  girl  is  consulted  previously) 
are  also  quite  the  thing.  And  if  the 
girl  in  question  is  a Kappa,  a small, 
accurate,  and  inexpensive  alarm  clock 
would  be  eminently  proper. 

If  your  girl  rides,  you  can  give  her 
a boot.  And  if  none  of  the  foregoing 
suggestions  suits,  gloves,  scarfs,  and 
handkerchiefs,  the  old  standbys,  will 
do  nicely.  And  if  every  thing  else 
fails,  just  send  an  attractive  Christmas 
card. 


m Is  your  Best  Girl 
a JV[odern  Girl? 

If  she  is,  the  perfect  gift 
is  Gold  Stripe  Beautiful 
silk  stockings.  They’re  not 
only  beautiful,  but  useful. 
And  for  more  than  twenty- 
five  years  women  every- 
where have  preferred  this 
well-known  hosiery.  We 
won’t  try  to  tell  you  about 
the  sheer  chiffons,  the 
smart  colors,  and  how  easy 
it  is  to  buy  them  . . . come 
in  and  let  our  saleswomen 
help  you  select  your  Gold 
Stripe  gifts. 

79^  to  $1 .65  a pair 


only  at 


A FRESHMAN’S  PRAYER 

God  bless  mother  and  father.  Bless 
my  little  sisters  and  brothers  and 
friends.  And  goodbye,  God,  I'm 
going  to  College. 

— "Tiger." 


Before  the  invention  of  firearms, 
many  weddings  were  the  result  of  the 
beau  'n'  error. 


Peter  Peter  Pumpkin  eater  had  a 
wife  and  couldn't. 


Landlady:  "Look  here,  I don't 

allow  any  games  of  chance  in  my 
house." 

Student:  "What  do  you  mean, 

game  of  chance?  These  are  my  own 
dice." 


Gleaming  satin  adopts  a 
swallowtail  train  and 
rhinestone  shoulder  straps 

One  of  the  festive  formats  at 


Pl.il!p»l. 


>crn 

II**  Street  I Between  F 6^  & 


Formats 

for  the  Holidays 


— R.  L. 
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GIRLS  CALLED  HIM 


'BLUEBEARD'/ 


— because  every  time  be  let  out  a 
blast  ot  murderous  tobacco  from  bis 
never-cleaned  pipe  they  couldn’t  belp 
thinking  ot  tbe  famous  gent  wbo  as- 
sassinated six  wives.  A pity,  too — 
when  women  love  pipe-smoking  done 
in  tbe  right  way.  Which  is?  i.  Keep 
your  pipe  tidy.  2.  Switch  to  the  to- 
bacco that  burns  cleaner  and  smells 
more  fragrant.  W^e  modestly  admit 
that’s  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  Smoking 
Tobacco — an  uncommonly  mild  blend 
of  Kentucky  Burleys  delightful  to  both 
smoker  and  audience.  How  such  su- 
perlative tobacco  can  be  only  15^  is 
our  worry.  Try  a tin.  You’ll  bless  us. 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


ONION  ^ '^iPeAUBaGARETTES 
MADE 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 

1 « 

1 io  'Jl 

your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet* 

I CaheJ  11 

1 /^p,pg  / // 

er;  how  to  break  in  a new  pipe. 

Write  for  copy  today.  Brown  & j 

VVilliamson  Tobacco  Corporation,  k 

Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept., L-612.  / 

It’s  a Maryland 
Tradition! 

After  the  game,  in  the 
evening,  at  lunch,  at 
any  and  all  times 
Marylanders  get  to- 
gether you’ll  find  them 
at  the  Varsity  Grill — 

Your  school  spirit  can- 
not be  par  until  you  are 
a regular  patron. 

The  Varsity  Grill 

E.  F.  ZALESAK,  ’25,  Proprietor 
Deliveries  after  8 p.  m. 

Berwyn  300 


FOR  THE  MEN 

(Continued  from  page  22) 

rapidly  losing  favor;  and  if  you  must 
give  him  something  to  read,  Breezy 
Stories  -would  probably  be  most  ac- 
ceptable. If  the  boy  friend  lives  in 
the  dorms,  the  portfolio  of  Petty 
pictures  would  not  be  inappropriate. 
And  while  on  the  subject  of  pictures, 
one  of  yourself,  if  he  does  not  already 
possess  it,  would  be  suitable.  Pos- 
session of  a nicely  framed  picture  of 
the  girl  friend  gives  a fellow  a certain 
prestige  among  his  fraternity  brothers. 

A wallet  makes  a nice  present  and 
has  the  added  attraction  of  lasting  a 
long  time,  since  it  gets  but  little  use 
on  this  campus.  Handkerchiefs  are 
inexpensive  and  always  good  to  have 
around.  Stationery  is  acceptable, 
and  it  too  lasts  a long  time  among  men 
on  this  campus.  Mufflers  and  gloves 
are  eminently  usable.  And  the  men- 
tion of  gloves  makes  a handy  place  at 
which  to  stop  these  suggestions. 

— B.  G. 


^tanbarb 

Cngrabmg 

Companj> 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING  CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 


B 


1212  19th  Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


UNDERWOO^ 

UNIVERSAL... 

Lhi  cl  e r w o o d U n i v e r s a 1 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  joercent 
\isible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Buildins  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washinston,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

fpORTABLES 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 

BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


KOIIN  & 


for  people  who  give  for 
the  sheer  old-fashioned 
pleasure  of  pleasing 

Lavish  gilts,  lovely  gifts,  unhack- 
neyed gifts  ...  in  perfect  accord 
with  the  current  trend  for  better 
gifts.  Large  and  small  gifts,  even 
the  tiniest  stamped  by  that  indefi- 
nable individuality  that  carries 
instant  appeal  to  everyone.  And, 
you  will  be  surprised  at  their  un- 
pretentious prices. 

Better  (jift  Shop,  Second  .Mezzanine 


HUTZLER’S  GIVES 
“IN-TOWN  SERVICE” 

TO  OUT-OF-TOWN  CUSTOMERS 

Write  or  telephone — tell  us  what  you  want  ami 
approximately  what  you  want  to  pay  for  it, — 
and  we’ll  do  the  rest — and  do  it  as  efficiently 
as  you  would,  yourself! 

Howard,  Saratoga  and  Clay  Sts.,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Telephone  Calvert  4321 

HUTAER,  BROTHERS  €■ 


At  your  dealer's  you' 
find  this  Christmas 
package — the  Camel 
ca  rto  n — 200ciga  rettes. 


Another  Christmas  special  — 4 boxes 
of  Camels  in  ''fiat  fifties” — wrapped 
in  gay  holiday  dress,  {right,  above) 


r.table  gift  in  Santa’s  whole 
o ntoreacceptaW  g Here  s 

, a carton  of  Cam  h ^lems. 

py  'p  reciated.  And  enjoyed! 

ire  sure  to  be  app  ^^^^p  ,n 

lild,  fine-tastmg  ^^ristmas.  Enjoy 
^^^"^f‘^^:rbCeencoursesand  after 
at  mealtime  estion.  Get  an  m- 

_ for  their  aid  ^ (,^p,els  set  you 
ing  -lift”  with  a Came 


prince  AlWrt 

. ...  nlease  all  the  pipe- 


11  the  pipe-smokers  on 
It’s  easy  to  the  same  mellow, 

your  list.  Just  *\hoose  for  themseh^s 

fragrant  the  National  Joy  Smoke 

--Prince  Albert  smoking  tobacco 

..p.  A.”  is  the  tasty  a tobacco  as 

in  the  world--as  mi  a Albert  does 

ever  delighted  a man.  A red-and- 

not  "bite”  the  of  Prince  Albert 

green  Christmas  morning  ..•  to 

Christmas  ever. 


One  full  pound  of  mild,  mel- 
low Prince  Albert— the  "bite- 
less” tobacco — packed  in  the 
cheerful  red  tin  and  placed  in 
an  attractive  Christmas  gift 
package,  {far  left) 


Here's  a full  pound  of  Prince 
Albert,  packed  in  a real  glass 
humidor  that  keeps  the  tobacco 
in  perfect  condition  and  be- 
comes a welcome  possession. 
Gift  wrap,  (near  left} 


CopyriKht,  l9Hb,  K.  J. Reynolds  Tohscco  Company.  Winston-Salem.  N.  C. 
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"ni  back  that  to  the  limit,"  says  Miss  Dorothy 
Kilgallen,  spunky  globe-circling  girl  reporter 


AROUND  THE  WORLD  IN  24  DAYS.  "It  was  a breath- 
less dash,”  said  Miss  Dorothy  Kilgallen,  famous 
girl  reporter,  back  at  work  {above)  after  finishing 
her  assignment  to  circle  the  world  by  air  in  record- 
breaking  time.  {Right)  Her  exciting  arrival  at  the 
Newark  Airport.  "I  snatched  meals  anywhere,”  she 
says,  "ate  all  kinds  of  food.  But  Camels  helped  me 
keep  my  digestion  tuned  up.  I’ll  bet  on  them  any 
time  — for  mildness,  for  their  delicate  flavor,  and 
for  their  cheer>'  'lift.’  Camels  set  me  right!” 


Healthy  nen'es  and  good  digestion  enable 
you  to  glide  over  trying  incidents  and 
get  the  full  enjoyment  out  of  working,  eating, 
and  playing.  No  wonder  that  so  many  who 
make  their  mark  in  the  world  today  are  steady 
Camel  smokers! 

At  mealtimes  — enjoy  Camels  for  the  aid 
they  give  digestion.  By  speeding  up  the  flow 
of  digestive  fluids  and  increasing  alkalinity, 
Camels  contribute  to  your  sense  of  well-being. 
Between  meals  — get  a "lift”  with  a Camel. 
Camels  don’t  get  on  the  nerves,  or  irritate 
the  throat.  Join  the  vast  army  of  smokers 
who  say:  "Camels  set  you  right!” 


MY  BUSINESS  MAKES  me  careful  about 
my  digestion,”  says  B.  C.  Simpson, 
oil-well  shooter.  "I  find  Camels  put 
a heap  more  joy  into  eating.” 


TURKISH  & DOMESTIC 
BLEND 

CIGARETTES  .. 


North  Carolina 


Copyright,  1937,  K.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  W 


GOSTZISS.  Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
TOBACCOS^  — Turkish  and  Domestic  — than  any  other  popular  brand 
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KWESTION 


Ive  pondured 

he  duznt 

long 

wurk 

ive  pondured 

he  duznt  sleap 

deap 

he  luves  hiz 

& stil  ime 

luckshury 

rathur  hazy 

he  spends 

this  kwestion 

hiz  munny 

that 

rite  & left 

iz  on  mi  mind 

or  iff  he 

will  neerly 

haznt  enny 

drive 

he  wurks 

me  krazy 

like  heck  to  get  sum 

& i will  now 

then 

confide 

he  skwanders 

in  you 

evry 

deer  reeder  if 

penny. 

yure  prewdent 

Ide  hate  2 

this  iz  the 

hurt 

thing 

hiz  self-respeck 

i want  2 kno: 

i kno 

Why  iz  a 

i shud  be 

collidge 

prewdent 

stewdent? 

but  reeder 

He  hazn't 

tel  me 

enny 

(if  yew  kno) 

urthly  use 

Why  iz  a 

az  farr 

collidge 

az  i can  see 

stewdent? 

"Hm!  I didn't  know  moose  had  shoes" 


PIPE  "BUSTS)  UP" 


then  he  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


AGURGLY  pipe  stuffed  with  wife- 
, strangling  tobacco  can  wreck  a 
love-nest.  So  keep  your  briar  clean 
and  tidy,  reader;  fill  it  only  witb  Sir 
WalterRaleigb’sfragrant,  sweet-smell- 
ing mixture.  Sir  Walter  is  Burley,  all 
Burley,  Kentucky  Burley.  A supreme 
combination  of  leaf,  easier  on  your 
tongue  and  tbe  other  half’s  nose. 
Well-aged,  slow-burning,  cool.  And 
quite  a bit  milder:  we’ve  blended  it  tor 
tbe  man  who  wants  to  save  bis  throat 
(as  well  as  bis  sweetheart).  Try  it. 


FREE  booklet  tells  how  to  make 
your  old  pipe  taste  better,  sweet* 
er;  how  to  break  in  a new  pipe. 
Write  for  copy  today.  Brown  & 
Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation, 
Louisville,  Kentucky,  Dept.W*72. 


TUNE  IN  JACK  PEARL  (BARON  MUENCHAUSEN) 
NBC  BLUE  NETWORK.  MONDAYS  9:30  P.  M.,  E.S.T. 
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The  editor  leaned  forward  over  his  desk  and  looked  at 
his  wrist  watch.  It  was  now  exactly  four  o'clock,  and 
still  no  idea  for  that  last  page.  At  five  that  afternoon, 
just  as  he  was  finishing  up  work  on  the  dummy,  an 
insertion  order  for  a full-page  national  ad.  had  come  in. 
The  advertiser  had  specified  a tight  page  of  copy 
opposite  the  ad.,  and  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  write 
one  and  slap  it  in. 

He  had  not  worried  about  it  much  at  the  time.  After 
all,  it  wasn't  so  hard  to  fill  a single  page,  and  he  had 
plenty  of  good  ideas  up  his  sleeve  yet.  So  he  had  gone 
ahead  and  kept  his  date,  planning  to  finish  the  dummy 
at  one  o'clock.  But  when  one  o'clock  came,  he  bent 
expectantly  over  his  typewriter,  pecked  away  tentatively 
at  a couple  of  keys,  and  then  sud- 
denly realized  that  there  was 
nothing  to  write. 

For  three  hours  he  had  been 
sitting  over  his  typewriter.  A pile 
of  cigarette  butts  at  his  elbow  and 
two  crumpled  paper  coffee  con- 
tainers testified  to  his  vigil.  He 
had  gone  through  back  copies  of 
the  magazine,  searched  through 
the  exchange  issues,  but  nothing 
suitable  had  he  been  able  to  find. 

The  ideas  he  counted  on  had 
proved  to  be  either  too  puerile  or 
completely  unworkable.  And  the 
article  must  be  finished,  the 
magazine  mailed  out  by  nine  that 
morning. 

He  pushed  back  his  chair,  stood  up,  and  stretched. 
Perhaps  a stroll  around  the  campus  would  help  clear  his 
brain,  and  he  might  possibly  find  an  idea  for  a story. 
Turning  off  the  light,  he  started  out  through  the  adjoining 
newspaper  office.  A rat  dodged  out  from  behind  a pile 
of  cuts  and  scurried  out  of  the  door  before  him. 

It  had  grown  much  colder  when  he  stepped  out  of  the 
door.  The  few  remaining  leaves  stirred  restlessly  as  a 
faint  wind  sighed  down  from  the  West,  and  he  pulled  his 
topcoat  tightly  about  him.  The  moon  seemed  to  be 
racing  across  the  sky,  intent  upon  meeting  some  celestial 
deadline,  battling  the  clouds  as  it  went.  Well,  he  knew 
just  how  it  felt.  He  had  been  fighting  the  clouds  all 
night  himself. 


He  looked  over  at  the  dormitories,  their  roofs  shining 
silver  in  the  light  of  the  moon.  There  was  no  sign  of  life 
in  either  building,  save  for  the  regular  lines  of  lavatories 
and  one  dim  light  in  the  corner  of  the  second  building. 
Probably  some  freshman  boning  for  a guiz,  he  thought. 
It  was  funny  how  the  fellows  who  spent  so  much  time  on 
their  books  in  their  freshman  year  seemed  to  disappear 
at  the  end  of  the  first  semester,  while  the  loud-mouthed 
boys  who  never  studied  always  managed  to  last  through 
their  five  years. 

A college  education — just  how  much  did  it  mean,  he 
wondered.  Either  you  worked  hard  on  extra-curricular 
activities,  and  got  to  wear  a lot  of  keys  in  your  senior 
year — then  when  the  time  came  to  graduate  you  looked 
back  on  a full  four  years  with 
nothing  but  the  now  meaningless 
keys  to  show  for  them — or  you 
studied  hard,  were  in  the  college, 
but  not  of  it,  and  when  the  time 
came  to  graduate  they  handed  you 
a diploma,  mumbled  something 
about  honors,  and  you  left  school 
to  work  in  a filling  station.  Or 
else  you  paid  no  attention  to  activi- 
ties or  books,  but  concentrated  on 
the  social  side,  and  then  stepped 
out  of  college  into  a swell  job  with 
one  of  your  father's  friends.  He 
thought  of  his  brother  who  had  left 
college  at  the  end  of  his  freshman 
year.  He  was  now  working  in  an 
office  in  town,  and  making  good 
money,  too.  The  slimness  of  his 
own  propsects  occurred  to  him, 
and  he  smiled  wryly. 

He  walked  over  to  the  Library  steps  and  stood  there 
looking  down  at  the  Boulevard.  A solitary  truck 
lumbered  by.  He  thought  of  its  driver  struggling  with 
sleep  as  he  kept  his  eyes  on  the  road  ahead  and  smiled 
sympathetically.  At  least,  the  truck  driver  had  his  road 
ahead  of  him,  knew  where  he  was  going — Baltimore  in 
the  morning.  New  York  that  night,  and  then  the  return 
trip,  the  road  ever  stretching  endlessly  ahead.  He  knew 
now  why  it  was  that  automobile  travel  had  always 
appealed  to  him.  It  was  that  feeling  of  getting  some- 
where, the  feeling  he  had  had  last  summer  and  lost 
when  he  returned  to  school. 

He  paused  for  a moment  in  his  reflections  and  then 
laughed  aloud.  Here  he  was  back  to  his  old  pessimism 


By  Steve  Potter 
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Five 


"I'm  sorry  but  the  Phi  Sig  house  is  down  the  street” 


AROUND  THE  HILL 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

again.  It  was  bad  enough  to  be  a Pangloss,  but  the 
opposite  extreme  was  even  worse.  "He  thinks  too 
much:  such  men  are  dangerous,”  he  murmured  softly, 
"Dangerous  to  themselves.”  That  was  his  own  worst 
fault,  the  taking  of  things  too  seriously.  He  was  worrying 
about  the  future,  when  the  present  alone  was  of  im- 
portance. And  the  present  wasn't  so  bad.  He  was, 
taking  everything  into  consideration,  having  a good 
enough  time.  And,  after  all,  nothing  matters  beyond  the 
pleasure  of  the  moment. 


He  was  in  good  spirits  again.  The  feeling  of  hope- 
lessness had  left  him.  It  was  good  to  be  the  editor  of  a 
magazine,  to  feel  that  you  were  perhaps  doing  your  part 
towards  giving  others  a moment  of  enjoyment.  He 
hurried  back  to  the  office,  and  seated  over  the  typewriter 
again,  he  began  writing  rapidly:  "The  editor  leaned 

forward  over  his  desk  and  looked  at  his  wrist  watch.  It 
was  now  exactly  five  o'clock.” 


"Knock,  knock.” 

"Well,  who's  there?” 

"The  traveling  salesman.” 

"The  traveling  salesman,  who — ?” 
"Yes.” 

"Come  in.” 


The  plumber's  face  flushed  but  being  a good  plumber, 
there  was  no  noise. 


— "Red  Cat.” 


Dolan:  "Where  do  you  come  from?” 

Birmingham:  "Sparrows  Point!” 

Dolan:  "Oh,  they  do!” 


"I  sent  my  little  boy  for  two  pounds  of  strawberries  and 
you  sent  me  only  a pound  and  a half.” 

"My  scales  are  all  right,  madam.  Have  you  weighed 
your  little  boy?” 


^ 

WHEN  A GIRL  SAYS  A MAN  BOWLED 

HER  OVER  - SHE  MAY  MEAN 


Six 
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s 


"All  out,  gang!  Houseparty's  over!” 
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By  Pyke  Johnson 


NOW  in  February,  with  finals 
finally  behind  us  and  a new 
hopeful  semester  ahead,  we  wish  to  be 
among  the  first  to  announce  that  the 
ultimate  downfall  of  Western  civiliza- 
tion, so  long  forecast,  is  at  hand. 
Signs  of  disintegration  are  to  be  found 
on  every  side.  Nor  are  we  referring 
to  the  more  obvious  symbols  of  de- 
cline, such  as  are  described  daily  in 
the  newspapers.  The  rise  of  dictators 
in  Germany  and  Italy,  the  civil  war  in 
Spain,  the  death  of  the  Republican 
party,  and  the  current  automobile 
strike  are,  we  admit,  of  some  vague 
significance  in  the  hastening  of  the 
end;  but  they  are  far  less  important 
than  the  ever-increasing  number  of 
signs  of  decay  that  are  to  be  found  in 
College  Park  today.  Our  world  here 
is  slowly  going  to  pieces  before  our 
very  eyes.  Two  more  letters  atop  the 
entrance  to  the  Stadium  have  been 
broken;  our  own  office  window  has 
been  mysteriously  shattered;  the  door 
handle  on  Herbie  Smith's  car  has 
gone  out  of  commission,  finally  and 
irrevocably;  and,  calamitas  calamita- 
tis.  College  Avenue  has  begun  to 
crack.  Yes,  dissolution  has  unde- 
niably set  in.  The  only  encouraging 
sign,  the  one  sign  that  might  give 
faint  hope  for  the  future  is  the  recent 
reduction  in  size  of  the  "Diamond- 
back."  And  this,  we  fear,  is  not 
enough. 

• COLLEGE 

Sinclair  Lewis  in  a recent  issue  of 
"The  New  Yorker"  gave  a very  excel- 


lent summing  up  of  the  four  college 
years  of  the  average  undergraduate. 
"Freshmen,"  he  said,  "are  romantic. 
Sophomores  are  Socialists.  Juniors 
are  bums.  And  after  that  it  doesn't 
matter."  This  we  thought  was  the 
final  complete  epitaph  to  a college 
career.  But  then  we  happened  to 


talk  to  Harry  Swanson,  who  gave  us  a 
new  slant  on  the  matter.  Said  he: 
"Freshmen  are  romantic,  sophomores 
are  romantic,  juniors  are  romantic, 
and  seniors  are  ATO's  too." 

• SIGN 

Students  here  at  Maryland  have 
often  wondered  just  what  opinion,  if 
any,  those  state  legislators  upon  whose 
bounty  our  very  existence  so  unfor- 
tunately depends,  have  of  this  insti- 
tution. Usually  they  limit  the  expres- 


sion of  such  opinion  to  another 
budget  cut,  or,  if  the  football  team  has 
had  a successful  season,  a raise  in 
pay  for  the  Chemistry  lab  assistants. 
However,  they  have  at  last  shown 
exactly  what  they  think  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland  in  a very  subtle, 
insidious  way.  On  the  Boulevard, 
just  a paltry  hundred  yards  away 
from  the  college  gates  they  have 
erected  a sign  on  which  are  to  be 
found  the  laconically  significant  words; 
"Slow  School." 

• HOUSE 

Our  favorite  story  of  the  new  year 
concerns  the  Maryland  couple  (a 
journalistic  alumnus  and  a prominent 
undergraduate)  who  had  been  making 
the  rounds  of  both  of  Washington's 
night  spots  on  the  evening  before  a 
holiday.  It  so  happens  that  the  lady 
in  guestion  lives  on  the  grounds  of 
one  of  the  better  known  government 
reservations  located  about  thirty  miles 
from  here.  Returning  late  at  night, 
they  pulled  up  confidently  before  the 
lady's  home  and  tip-toed  guietly  in. 
The  fellow  seated  himself  in  the 
parlor  while  his  companion  prepared 
to  carry  her  suitcase  upstairs.  She 
was  half  way  up  the  stairs  before  the 
sight  of  an  unfamiliar  grandfather's 
clock  made  her  suddenly  aware  that 
she  was  in  the  wrong  house.  De- 
scending softly,  she  picked  up  her 
other  suitcase  and  her  escort  and 
departed  silently  into  the  night  to  her 
home  next  door. 

(Continued  on  page  21) 
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NO  PROM  TODAY,  LADY 

DOTTIE  MARYLAND  wanted  to  go  to  the  Junior  Prom. 

She  was  so  filled  with  the  desire  that  it  had  become 
an  obession  with  her.  Night  after  night  she  would  hope- 
fully consider  her  chances  of  going,  but  the  possibilities 
seemed  very  remote.  You  see,  Dottie's  "steady".  Art 
Science,  was  only  a Sophomore  and  he  naturally  would 
not  be  able  to  go.  Dottie,  however,  continually  was 
nagging  him  to  try  to  get  a bid  even  if  he  had  to  steal  one. 

Jim  Armory  was  a leading  figure  in  the  Junior  Class. 
He  was  one  of  those  tall,  handsome,  good-dancer  types 
that  so  agitate  feminine  hearts.  But  Jim,  strange  to  say, 
was  not  paying  court  to  any  of  the  co-eds  at  the  time. 
Jim  had  become  bored  with  the  same  old  lines  all  the 
time  and  was  looking  for  a different  type  girl.  One  day 
he  noticed  Dottie  when  she  was  looking  her  very  best. 
Her  sweet,  innocent  air  immediately  attracted  him  and 
he  planned  for  an  introduction.  Hearing  that  Art 
Science  went  steady  with  her,  Jim  decided  to  use  that 
method  of  approach.  He  openly  asked  Art  to  get  him 
a date  with  Dottie,  promising  him  a ample  reward  in 
return.  Art,  for  reasons  of  his  own,  consented  to  do 
Jim  this  favor. 

Dottie  was  guite  thrilled  and  excited  several  days  later 
when  she  found  out  that  she  was  to  have  a date  with  so 
distinguished  and  sought-after  a person  as  Jim  Armory. 
They  both  enjoyed  each  other's  company  on  the  first 
date  so  much  that  another  occasion  was  arranged  and 
things  got  a little  thicker  than  Art  had  bargained  for. 

Date  after  date  Dottie  and  Jim  had  together  and  the 
time  for  the  Junior  Prom  was  coming  very  close.  Every- 
body expected  Jim  to  take  Dottie,  especially  Dottie 
herself,  for  he  was  plainly  in  love  with  her.  The  love, 
however,  was  not  mutual.  Though  Dottie  thought  that 
Jim  was  a very  nice  boy  and  a good  "catch,"  she  still 
liked  Art  better.  But  she  was  concentrating  all  her 
attention  on  Jim  because  above  everything  else  she 
wanted  to  go  to  that  Junior  Prom. 

The  Prom  was  on  the  27th.  A week  before  Art 
approached  Dottie  and  asked  her  for  a date  that  night  of 
the  27th.  Though  Jim  had  not  yet  made  the  date  for  the 
Prom,  Dottie  knew  that  he  would,  and  therefore  she 
flatly  turned  Art  down.  The  next  night  Jim  saw  her. 
"We've  got  a date  for  the  27th,  haven't  we?",  he  asked. 

"Of  course,"  said  Dottie,  all  smiles. 

"I  guess  we'll  go  to  the  movies,"  Jim  told  her. 

Dottie  gasped  and  spluttered.  "But — but  what  about 
the  Prom?"  she  finally  managed  to  blurt  out. 

"Oh  that,"  said  Jim  amiably,  "I  thought  you  knew 
about  that.  You  see,  I gave  Art  Science  my  bid  in 
return  for  his  fixing  up  my  first  date  with  you." 

— G.  E. 


Old  Lady:  "Little  boy,  why  aren't  you  in  school 

instead  of  going  to  this  movie?" 

Little  Boy:  "Hell,  lady,  I got  the  measles." 

— "Medley." 


"Gotta  cigarette?" 

"Here  y'are." 

"Match?" 

"Yeah." 

"Got  an  ash  tray  around?" 

"On  the  table." 

"Hey!  Where  ya  going?" 

"I've  got  a smoking  jacket  downstairs  I think  you'd 
look  nice  in." 

— "Eroth." 


"Heavy  date  you  had  last  night.  Have  a good  time?" 
"No,  did  you  ever  enjoy  a book  with  the  last  chapter 
out?" 

— "Rammer  Jammer." 


"Brother  Watson  does  bring  the  strangest  dates" 


GREEN  CHEESE 

By  Christine  Kempton 


The  trouble  with  this  College  lies 
In  dreams  and  love  and  weary  words, 
And  frat  pins  perched  on  manly  vests 
Impatiently,  like  restless  birds. 


I am  sad 

For  I have  slept 

Through  a life. 

I've  felt  inept. 

Then  when  death 
Came  up  to  choke  me. 
Some  damned  ingrate 
Came  and  woke  me. 


1 don't  know 
Which  is  worser, 
Worser  vice 
Or  vice  versa. 


When  I am  dust,  and  a tall  wind  blows 
I'll  find  someone's  twitching  nose — 
Then  I'll  creep  into  their  head 
And  whisper  to  them  of  the  dead. 


Ten 
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FINAL-ITY 

Hiya,  Joe!  Howya  doin'  these  days,  Joe?  Not  so  good, 
huh?  Finals  gotcha  down,  huh?  Trouble  is,  Joe,  you 
ain't  got  a system.  Ya  gotta  have  a system  to  beat  the 
finals,  just  like  ya  have  for  the  horses.  Ha,  ha!  Remem- 
ber how  the  horses  took  you  for  a ride  last  summer? 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 

But  lemme  tell  you  how  I beat  the  exams  this  year,  'ol 
boy.  Do  I look  all  worn  out  like  I'd  been  staying  up 
nights  studying'  and  worryin'?  No,  course  not.  An' 
here's  how  I done  it.  Before  each  guiz  I took  my  book, 
see,  an'  then  I took  one  of  these  little  pads  of  paper,  see, 
an'  then  I copied  all  the  answers  of  the  guestions 
the  prof  was  likely  to  ask  on  the  pad. 

Now  some  guys  would  think  that's  all  they  would  have 
to  do,  just  take  that  little  pad  to  class  with  'em.  But  not 
I'il  Harry!  No,  sir!  After  I gets  all  the  answers  copied  in 
I— say,  what  are  you  jumpin'  around  for?  Have  you  got 
the  itch?  Ha,  ha! — well,  after  I gets  all  the  answers 
copied  in,  I ties  a rubber  band  to  one  corner  an'  then 
I — will  you  sit  still — an'  then  I fastens  the  other  end  to 
my  forearm  with  adhesive  tape.  When  its  all  set,  I pull 
the  pad  down  into  my  hand  and  when  I see  the  prof 
coming  I just  let  go  and  it  flys  back  up  my  sleeve.  Boy, 
am  I good,  or  am  I — say,  what  are  you  makin'  those 
awful  faces  for?  Are  you  sick  or  sump — oh  . . . er  . . . uh 
. . . hello.  Dean  Holliwell.  Just  showing  Joe  here  a little 
trick,  sir.  Ha,  ha!  Pretty  good,  huh?  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
See,  it  jumps  right  back  out  of  sight.  Well,  goodbye, 
sir  . . .Huh?  You'd  like  to  see  me  in  your  office?  Right 
away?  But  . . . uh,  yes  sir. 

Dear  Dad: 

I have  decided  to  guit  school  and  go  to  work 
like  you  said.  I will  be  home  Saturday  on  the  11.20. 

Your  loving  son, 

Harry 

— J.  H. 


"That  house  party  has  been  going  on  for  the  last  three 

weeks'' 


THE  JUNIOR  PROM  CHAIRMAN  SUBMITS 
HIS  REPORT 


Orchestra  (Hagerstown  High  Hatters) $72.34 

Hall  (Second  Floor  of  Bladensburg  Volunteer 

Fire  Department) 5.49 

Decorations: 

Three  potted  plants $49.10 

Two  electric  light  bulbs  (10  watts) .50 

Roll  of  crepe  paper  (Waldorf) .25 

Professional  decorators  (Frat.  Brothers) . 75.00 

Bouncers 22.50 

Refreshments: 

Punch  for  chaperones $1.99 

Beer  for  Alumni 250.00 

Tea  for  Sigma  Nus 00.00 

Hashish  for  High  Hatters 500.00 

Tomato  Juice  for  Prom  Committee 32.16 

Expense  Account: 

New  Ford  for  trips  to  Baltimore $595.00 

Gas 199.99 

Corsage 15.00 

Telephone  calls  to  Baltimore 110.50 

Tails 45.00 

New  Lacrosse  stick 17.50 

President's  Cut: 

One  telephone  call  to  George  Wash- 
ington University TO 


TOTAL. 


$ 1,992.32 
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Eleven 


SONG  WITH  WORDS 


By  Pyke  Johnson 


He  stared  at  the  white  sheet  ot 
writing  paper  before  him,  and 
chewed  his  pen  reflectively.  The 
worst  part  of  writing  anything — a 
theme,  a poem,  a news  story,  or  even 
a letter — was  in  getting  started.  No 
matter  how  long  he  kept  at  this 
business  of  writing  he  would  never 
get  over  that  awful  feeling  of  empti- 
ness that  came  whenever  he  was 
confronted  by  an  empty  sheet  of 
paper.  He  would  put  down  anything 
— a title,  a meaningless  sentence,  a 
group  of  jumbled  letters — anything 
that  would  stop  the  blank  sheet  from 
looking  up  so  mockingly  at  him. 

But  he  had  to  be  careful  in  what  he 
started  with  tonight.  This  letter, 
important  as  it  was  to  him,  had  to  be 
written  carefully;  for  he  knew  he 
could  never  reread  it.  If  he  did,  he 
would  never  send  it.  And  it  had  to 
be  written,  had  to  be  sent.  Of  this  he 
was  sure,  although  he  did  not  know 
why  it  was  so. 

Perhaps  he  should  start  it  with  a 
guotation.  Those  lines  from  the  play 
he  had  been  reading:  'Then  what 
are  we  to  do?  I can't  talk  to  you  as 
God  has  to  me.  I've  got  to  talk  to 
you,  you  see,  in  jazz."  Except  for 
that  God  business,  they  set  the  right 
note  exactly,  and  he  could  go  from 
them  directly  into  what  he  wanted  to 
say.  But,  no,  a guotation  would  not 
do  tonight.  He  would  say  what 
he  had  to  say  in  his  own  words. 
Stumbling  and  incoherent  though  the 
words  were  sure  to  be,  this  was  his 
task;  and  only  those  futile,  inadeguate 
words  of  his  would  serve  to  do  it. 

No,  he  would  start  it  as  he  had 
started  so  many  of  their  letters. 
Start  it  in  a sloppy,  artificially  senti- 
mental way.  But  start  it  in  a language 
they  both  could  understand.  He 
began  to  write  hurriedly:  "I  have  just 
been  listening,  dear,  to  Kay  Kyser." 
Yes,  that  was  it.  He  paused  and 
surveyed  what  he  had  written.  It 


was  all  wrong.  The  poet  of  all  young 
men  must  be  twisting  in  his  grave 
now,  as  the  Roman  rain,  working 
patiently,  erased  the  already  fading 
name  on  the  headstone.  It  was  all 
wrong;  but  it  was  in  the  only  language 
they  had  allowed  themselves  to  speak. 
She  would  understand  and  not  laugh. 

But  he  must  get  on  with  it.  Remind 
her  how  by  listening  to  Kay,  they  had 
been  able  to  fancy  themselves  to- 
gether, though  separated.  And  so  he 
wrote  his  opening  paragraph.  At  the 
end  he  paused  again.  Eunny  that 
while  writing  to  her  he  should  think 
of  the  other  one,  the  one  he  had  put 
behind  him  for  once  and  all,  the  one 
he  had  consciously  and  deliberately 
given  up  for  this  other. 

Thinking  thus,  he  smiled  and 
muttered,  "Damn  fool!"  How  he  had 
loved  to  think  of  himself  eating  out 
his  heart  for  the  two  of  them.  One  of 
the  most  exquisite  joys  of  youth  was 
this  unhappiness  that  one  could 
summon  or  dismiss  at  will.  Alone  in 
his  room  at  night,  he  could  permit 
himself  the  luxury  of  a broken  heart, 
a luxury  heightened  by  the  sure 
knowledge  that  his  unhappiness 
could  be  banished  with  the  mere 
snap  of  a finger.  As  he  got  older,  he 
supposed,  his  heart  would  grow  more 
brittle  and  refuse  to  mend  so  easily. 
But  now  he  could  eat  his  heart  out  all 
night  long,  and  in  the  morning  it 
would  be  as  whole,  as  unshattered  as 
ever. 

But  he  was  forgetting  the  letter. 
He  must  begin  to  work  in  his  song, 
their  song.  It  had  always  been  his 
fancy  to  wrap  his  love  in  the  sheets  of 
some  popular  song.  Then  as  the  song 
gradually  disappeared  from  popu- 
larity, it  would  take  his  love  with  it, 
slowly,  painlessly.  He  supposed  that 
was  what  was  wrong  with  so  many 
people  these  days.  With  poetry  and 
real  music  gone,  people  had  to  turn 
to  the  omnipresent  jazz  at  times  like 


this.  And  since  jazz  appealed  only  to 
the  primitive  urges,  since  its  noisy 
jangling  could  never  reach  the  heart, 
these  people  whose  loves  began  and 
ended  with  popular  songs  would 
always  have  that  feeling  of  frus- 
tration and  utter  emptiness  with  them. 

Take  his  case,  for  instance.  Eor 
him  there  had  only  been  two  popular 
songs  and  two  girls.  The  rest  had 
never  mattered.  There  had  been  the 
first  one.  "Night  and  Day"  was  their 
song.  It  had  been  an  unfortunate 
choice.  Eor,  unlike  most  of  its 
brethren,  it  had  disappeared  at  the 
end  of  a month,  but  continued  to  be 
played  fairly  constantly  for  over  four 
years.  Because  of  it  he  had  remained 
true  to  a memory,  although  he  had 
long  since  broken  with  its  actual  em- 
bodiment. And  now  because  of  the 
new  one,  he  was  forcing  himself  to 
break  with  the  old,  despite  the  fact 
the  "Night  and  Day"  had  just  had 
another  of  its  frequent  revivals. 

He  was  writing  now  to  the  new  one 
to  tell  her  how  literally  true  their  song 
the  current  "I've  Got  You  Under  My 
Skin"  had  become.  Things  had 
not  been  going  right  between  them. 
It  was  not  his  fault,  he  knew.  It  was 
more  on  account  of  what  he  had  not 
done  than  what  he  had.  But  they 
were  undeniably  drifting  apart,  and 
since  he  felt,  down  deep,  that  they 
must  stay  together  a few  months 
longer  at  least,  he  was  going  to  make 
thisl  ast  desperate  attempt  to  save  what 
had  come  to  mean  so  much  to  him. 

The  job  was  one  that  must  be  done 
carefully.  He  felt  that  so  much  de- 
pended on  it.  Every  word,  every 
sentence  must  be  the  right  one.  And 
everything  he  wrote  must  be  couched 
in  their  language.  He  might  hint  at 
what  he  was  feeling,  but  he  must 
never  come  right  out  with  it.  To  do 
otherwise  would  be  to  play  the  game 
unfairly.  And  since  it  was  really  only 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Fourteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Girls,  he’s  two-timing  you  if  . . . 


1.  He  sits  in  the  front  of  the  history  class  "to  be  near 
the  board”  instead  of  in  your  usual  cozy  rendezvous  in 
the  back  corner.  He  was  too  near  the  bored  back  there. 

2.  He  calls  you  Margaret  instead  of  the  familiar  Peg. 
That  "rose  by  any  other  name”  stuff  is  the  bunk. 

3.  He  tells  you  the  coach  has  installed  a "no  dates 
except  Saturday”  training  rule  and  appears  Thursday 
with  circles  like  hammocks  under  his  eyes.  Someone 
else  is  swinging  in  on  your  territory. 

4.  He  breaks  a date  for  the  Prom  because  the  cleaner 
at  the  corner  didn't  send  back  his  suit.  There's  dirty 
work  at  the  crossroads. 

5.  He  attributes  the  titian  hair  on  his  overcoat  to  the 
cows  he  patted  at  the  dairy.  That  would  be  a good  one  if 
the  cows  weren't  all  Holsteins.  Beware  of  a Jersey  coed. 

6.  He  takes  time  out  to  help  a poor  girl  from  Trenton 
find  out  about  Maryland  for  State  Government.  When 
his  course  is  complete  the  girl  comes  forth  with  a 


"Stuyvesant,  come  right  back  and  put  your  shirt  on!” 


surprising  knowledge  of  the  ins  and  outs  of  Baltimore. 
Govern  yourself  accordingly. 

7.  He  sings  "The  One  Rose”  to  you  and  tells  you 
tenderly  that  it  is  your  song.  One  week  later  all  the 
girls  at  the  sorority  house  may  be  heard  wistfully  singing 
your  song.  There's  a sour  note  somewhere  along  the 
scale. 

8.  He  passes  by  with  some  mystic  figure  in  the 
shadows  and  you  smell  a rat.  A Chanel  No.  5 rat.  You 
can  begin  to  think  that  you're  not  the  whole  cheese. 

9.  He  gives  up  all  attempts  at  alibis  and  makes  a lame 

pun  as  a reply  to  your  guestioning.  Thus:  "Who  were 

you  with  in  the  library  last  night?”  "I  couldn't  library 
well  about  that.  Har!  Har!”  Give  it  up  as  a bad  job, 
he's  beyond  recapture. 

10.  He  regrets  that  he  has  a conference  with  a Math 
prof  and  can't  walk  you  down  the  hill  after  class.  He 
knows  more  about  figures  than  you  thought  and  that 
nifty  number  you  see  him  with  doesn't  add  up  right. 

1 1 . He  loses  all  interest  in  the  Riding  Club  you  once 
attended  together,  pleading  an  excess  of  homework  on 
hand.  You're  being  taken  for  a ride  so  keep  posted. 

12.  He  asks  for  his  fraternity  pin  back  "just  for  a while 
so  the  brothers  will  know  he's  still  one  of  'em.”  If  this 
one  is  Greek  to  you,  don't  read  any  more — you  aren't 
worth  our  trouble. 

13.  He  changes  his  brand  of  cigarettes  to  one  that 
both  of  you  loathe  but  one  that  a certain  rival  sorority 
crowd  raves  about — Smoking  isn't  his  only  weakness, 
he  has  a vice-versa. 

14.  He's  always  a four  point  student  in  bookkeeping 
but  he  can't  account  for  the  rouge  on  his  ear  and  is  his 
face  red! 

15.  He  has  seen  all  the  shows  in  town  (with  the  frat 
brothers,  of  course).  You  know  now  that  your  romance 
is  a flickering  slow  motion,  that  will  reguire  some  expert 
directing. 

16.  He  calls  at  the  last  minute  to  beg  you  to  go  to  the 
operetta  with  him,  saying  that  your  line  was  busy  when 
he  tried  to  call — Pay  no  attention  to  it:  his  line  is  busier 
and  you're  playing  second  fiddle. 

17.  He  apologizes  for  not  inviting  you  to  his  house 
party  but  the  president's  cousin  had  to  be  taken  care  of 
because  of  a complicated  family  misunderstanding. 
Your  relations  with  him  are  becoming  less  familiar  all 
the  time. 

If  he  shows  any  or  all  of  these  symptoms  you  can  be 
pretty  sure  about  how  you  stand,  so  go  ahead  and  have 
a date  with  the  other  fellow.  Your  conscience  is  clear. 

The  editors  render  grateful  tribute  to  the 
Alabama  Rammer-Jammer  for  the  nucleus  of 
this  article. 


PHOOEY  ON  THIS  WEATHER,  lb 
eiVE  UPANVTHIN<3,EVEN  MV 
PIPE,  IF  I COULD  BE  WARM  AND 
CLOTHES-FREE  LIKE  THOSE 
savages  COLUMBUS 
DISOOVERED 


BECAUSE  MY  PIPE  IS  I 
IMPORTANT  TO  ME  - / 
AND  THOSE  WEST  fTl 
INDIAN  NATIVES  B 
DIDN'T  KNOW  I 

ANVTHINQ  ABOUT 
TOBACCO 


THAT  OCTOBER  MORN  IN  K92, 
COLUMBUS  WAS  DUE  FOR  SOME 
SURPRISES  - 


ONE  OF  THE  MOST  CHERISHED  OFFERINGS  OF 
THE  NATIVES  WAS  LEAF-TOBACCO,  WELL  DRIED 
and  ready  FOR  SMOli^iNQ 


MOST  OF  THE  NATIVES  SMOKED  BY 
MERELY  inhaling  THE  FUMES.  BUT 
SOME  OF  THEM  HAD  A LONG,  HOLLOW 
TUBE  WITH  THE  FORKED 
ENOS  INSERTED 


WELL,  COLUMBUS 
MAY  HAVE  DIS- 
COVERED THIS 
INDIAN  CUSTOM  BUT 

PRINCE  ALBERT 


YOU  BET.'  IN 
ALL  THE 
YEARS  I'VE 
BEEN  SMOK- 
ING RA.IT 
HAS  YET  TO 
BITE  MV  TONGUE 
OR  BURN  TOO  HOT 
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PRINCE  ALBERT  MONEy-BACIC  GUARANTEE 

CUOKF  20  FKA6RANT  PIPEFULS  OF  ?RINCE  ALBE^. 
S PONt  FINP  IT  THE  ^^‘■LOWE^  T^E^P^ 
TOBACCO  YOU  EVEK  SMOKEP,  RETURN  THE  ^^T 
TIM  WITH  THE  REST  OF  THE  TOBACCO  IN  IT  TO  USJff 
any  time  within  a MONTH  FROM  THIS 

THE  NATIONAL 
OY  SMOKE  ! 


3 WP  WILL  RtHJNV  rULL  rUNV-nrwu  . 

^ * (SIGNED)  R.  J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO  CO.,  Wit 

ri>RiHKliBERr: 
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ALBERT  IS 
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QUICKER 


‘crimp  CUT 
RATO  GIVE 
COOLER 
\SM0KING  J 


QUICKER 
AND  EASIER 
lUSlNGFRlNCt 
\ ALBERT 


pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


AIR-BRAINED 

A tall,  well-dressed  man  walked 
rapidly  down  the  hushed  corridors  of 
WXK's  metropolitan  broadcasting 
studios.  In  one  hand  he  held  the 
script  of  the  daily  four  o'clock  broad- 
cast. As  he  moved  down  the  hall- 
ways he  smiled  and  nodded  pleasantly 
to  the  messenger  boys  carrying 
whispered  messages  from  room  to 
room.  At  the  end  of  the  hall  he 
stopped,  guietly  opened  the  door  to 
room  73 B,  and  entered. 

Once  inside  the  soundproof  broad- 
casting room,  he  removed  his  coat, 
and  hung  it  carefully  on  the  rack  in 
one  corner.  He  picked  up  the  script 
he  had  been  carrying,  glanced  at  it, 
and  laid  it  on  a small  table  beside  the 
waiting  microphone.  After  a guick 
look  first  at  his  watch  and  then  at  the 
Western  Union  clock  on  the  wall,  he 
walked  over  and  stood  directly  before 
the  mike.  Then  in  a pleasant  voice 
he  began,  "Good  afternoon,  friends 
of  the  radio  audience.  Once  more 
we  bring  you  the  Krispy  Krunchy 
Breakfast  Food  Hour,  starring  your 
favorite  entertainers,  the  Sguinch 
Sisters.  But  before  we  begin  we  have 
a message  here  from  the  makers  of 
Krispy  Krunchy  Breakfast  Food,  who 
bring  you  this  broadcast  every  day  at 
four  p.m..  Eastern  Standard  Time." 
As  he  spoke  a strange  light  came  into 
the  eyes  of  the  announcer.  Suddenly 
he  grasped  the  microphone  firmly  in 
both  hands  and  continued,  his  voice 
growing  louder  as  he  spoke,  "We  are 
happy,  oh  almost  sublimely  happy,  to 
announce  that  you  can  now  get 
Krispy  Krunchy  Breakfast  Food  in  the 
same  size  box  for  only  fifteen  cents. 
Of  course,  this  means  that  the  profit 
on  a box  of  Krispies  will  now  be  only 
thirteen  and  a half  cents,  but  you 
know  our  motto,  'The  Krispy-eater 
must  be  satisfied.'  Go  out  and  buy 
your  box  of  Krispy  Krunchy  Break- 
fast Food  today.  Go  out  and  buy  two 
boxes  if  you  want  to.  Personally, 
I THINK  THE  DAMN  STUFF  TASTES 


LIKE  SAWDUST."  The  last  words 
were  a scream. 

As  the  announcer  finished,  he 
turned  to  face  a messenger  boy  who 
had  just  entered.  "All  ready  in  77A, 
Mr.  Martin.  We  go  on  in  two 
minutes."  He  picked  up  the  script 
with  a satisfied  smile,  followed  the 
boy  into  77A,  walked  up  to  the  micro- 
phone and  began,  "Good  afternoon, 
friends  ..." 

— J.  H. 


Prof:  "I  hate  to  tell  you  this,  but 

your  son  is  a moron." 

"Where  is  he?  I'll  teach  that 
young  man  to  join  a fraternity  without 
consulting  me  first!" 

JUNIOR  PROM  EPITAPH 

Four  Brandies 
Three  Ryes 
Two  Scotches 
One  Bier 


Lawson 


"Haven't  you  heard — the  Supreme  Court  declared  the  law  of  gravity 

unconstitutional." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seventeen 


"You  show  me  the  parts  in  Ulysses  and  I'll  show  you 
those  in  Anthony  Adverse.” 


Women  complain  that  men  want  only  one  thing  of 
them  . . . Truth  is  that  most  of  them  have  nothing  else 
to  offer. 


"Do  you  neck  with  the  lights  on,  or  off?” 
"Yes.” 


No  sight  more  exhilarating  than  Carole  Lombard  in 
blue  silk  lounging  pajamas,  facing  a California  breeze. — 

— "Green  (Conn.)  Press.” 


Always  bragging  about  that  climate. 

— ' ' Jack-o-Lantern. ' ' 


"They're  having  a house  party.” 


"Is  the  Editor  in?” 

"No.” 

"Well,  throw  this  poem  in  the  waste  basket  for  me.” 


"What  model  is  your  car?” 

"It  isn't  a model,  it's  a horrible  example.” 

— "Exchange.” 


"Got  something  in  your  eye?” 

"No,  Tm  just  trying  to  look  through  my  thumb.” 

— "Bison.” 


One-fourth  of  the  world's  population  eat  off  forks. 
One-forth  eat  off  chop-sticks.  One-forth  eat  off  their 
hands.  And  one-fourth  eat  off  their  government. 


Eighteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


1 


"Just  a couple  of  the  boys  talking  shop." 


Two  men  were  arguing  as  to  which 
smelled  worse,  a tramp  or  a goat. 
They  agreed  to  leave  it  to  the  Judge. 

"All  right,"  said  the  Judge,  "Bring 
on  your  evidence." 

The  goat  was  led  in  and  the  Judge 
fainted. 

The  tramp  was  led  in  and  the  goat 
fainted. 

— "Widow" 


Voice  from  House:  "Willie-e!! 

What's  your  brother  crying  about? 
Didn't  I tell  you  to  give  him  anything 
he  wanted?" 

Willie:  "Yes,  ma;  but  now  that  I've 
dug  him  a hole,  he  wants  me  to  bring 
it  in  the  house." 

— "Log" 


WHO’S  DRUNK? 

"Papa,  how  can  you  tell  when  men 
are  drunk?" 

"Well,  my  son,  do  you  see  those 
two  men  over  there?  Well,  if  you 
were  drunk  they  would  look  like 
four!" 

Son:  "But,  Papa,  there  is  only 

one." 


The  boy  was  sniffling  until  the 
teacher  could  stand  it  no  longer. 
Finally  she  rose  at  her  desk  and  said 
pointedly:  "Johnny,  have  you  no 

handkerchief?" 

"Yes'm,"  said  Johnnie,  "but  mother 
said  I wasn't  to  lend  it." 

— "Pointer" 


AND  DROWNED  HER 

Plumber  (arriving  late):  "Well, 

how  is  it?" 

Happy  Husband:  "Not  so  bad, 

while  we  were  waiting  for  you  I 
taught  my  wife  how  to  swim." 

— "Punch  Bowl" 


'37:  "Stand  at  attention!" 

'40:  "I  am,  sir.  It's  the  uniform 

that  is  at  ease,  sir." 

— "Skipper" 

The  waiter  laughed  when  I spoke  to 
him  in  French.  No  wonder,  it  was  my 
old  prof. 

— "Sour  Owl" 

Then  there's  the  female  money 
lender  who  was  known  as  "Lifebuoy" 
— because  everybody  odor. 

— "Punch  Bowl" 

He:  "We'll  build  a little  housefwe 
don't  even  need  doors  or  windows) 
away  out  in  the  country  and  love  each 
other  all  our  lives." 

She:  "But,  darling,  if  we  don't 

have  doors  or  windows,  what  shall  we 
do  for  a little  sun  and  air." 

— "The  Old  Maid" 


Of  course,  there  are  Republicans  in 
the  South,  but  they  are  protected  by 
game  laws. 

— "Burr" 

"Gosh!  Major  Bowes  looks  terrible 
lately.  It  must  be  too  many  amateur 
hours." 

"No;  it's  probably  from  kicking  the 
gong  around." 

— ' 'Rammer-  Jammer' ' 


How  can  the  bride  tell  who  is  the 
best  man  when  only  one  goes  on  the 
honeymoon? 

— "Varieties" 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Nineteen 


THE  MISSING  LINK 


The  Junior  Prom  had  been  going  on  for  over  an  hour. 
George  hurriedly  drove  up  to  the  hotel  looked  fran- 
tically for  a place  to  park.  They  must  be  there  for  the 
promenade!  He  sped  around  the  block  glancing  here 
and  there.  He  reached  to  straighten  his  tie.  It  was 
there,  straight  enough-what  could  it  be  that  gave  him  the 
feeling  that  he'd  forgotten  something? 

Ah,  a car  pulling  out,  and  just  a half  a block  from  the 
entrance.  What  luck!  He  sighed  in  relief — the 
promenade  wouldn't  be  missed  after  all. 

As  he  checked  his  coat,  George  felt  for  his  cigarettes 
— he'd  brought  them  all  right — what  was  it  that  gave 
him  that  uneasy  feeling?  He'd  had  to  get  ready  in  such 
a hurry — went  to  sleep  while  reading  and  didn't  wake 
up  in  time. 

Now  the  music  could  be  plainly  heard— George 
fumbled  for  his  bid — Yes,  he'd  already  signed  it.  He 


handed  it  to  the  doorman  with  a smile.  The  doorman 
gave  him  an  astonished  glance. 

"Say,  is  my  hair  combed  all  right?  I had  to  get  ready 
in  such  a 

"Yes,  it  looks  very  nice.'' 

"Hello  Jean,  Hi  Bill — Doris,  do  you  think  the  band 
will  be  as  good  as  it's  cracked  up  to  be?  Say,  Doris,  do 
I look  all  right?  I had  to  get  ready  in  such  a hurry.'' 

"Yes,  George,  you  look  wonderful.'' 

"Hello  Kay,  do  you  have  any  dances  left?'' 

"Sorry,  George.” 

"Hi,  Bob.” 

"H'lo  George.  Say,  who's  your  date?” 

"Why,  Betty,  of  course — Huh!  Oh,  my  God!” 

— K.  P. 


"Two,  please!” 


Twenty 


THE  OLD  LINE 


NURSERY  RHYMES  FOR  THE 
COLLEGE  STUDENT 

Heigh  diddle  diddle,  the  cat  and  the  fiddle — 

Swing  it!  ! 

Old  King  Cole  was  a merry  old  soul  and  a merry  old 
soul  was  he — 

Darn  if  he  wasn't  tight  that  night. 


Mary,  Mary,  guite  contrary — it's  lots  more  fun  when 
you  neck. 


Little  Jack  Horner  sat  in  a corner — but  he  wasn't  alone. 


Jack  be  nimble.  Jack  be  guick — lazy  pedestrians  get 
the  hell  beat  out  of  them. 


There  was  a crooked  man — now  look  at  all  the 
politicians  we  have. 


Jack  Sprat  could  eat  no  fat — till  he  started  eating  at  the 
dining  hall. 


Little  Miss  Muffett  sat  on  a tuffet,  eating  her  curd  and 
whey. 

Along  came  a spider  and  sat  down  beside  her — 
Damned  impertinent,  these  Sigma  Nu's. 


Sing  a song  of  sixty  cents,  a pocket  full  of  rye — 
I always  use  a flask. 


Rub-a-dub-dub,  three  men  in  a tub — 
Damned  crowded  way  to  take  a bath. 


Mary  had  a little  lamb-- her  husband  was  a shepherd. 


Jack  and  Jill  went  up  the  hill---it  was  10:15. 


Simple  Simon  met  a pieman  going  to  the  fair. 
Said  Simple  Simon  to  the  pieman,  "Hello." 


Peter,  Peter,  pumpkin  eater,  had  a wife  and  couldn't 
keep  her — 

Away  from  Robert  Taylor's  pictures. 


It  seems  the  gate  broke  down  between  Heaven  and 
Hell.  St.  Peter  appeared  at  the  broken  part  of  the  gate 
and  called  out  to  the  Devil,  "Hey,  Satan,  it's  your  turn 
to  fix  it  this  time." 

"Sorry,"  replied  the  boss  of  the  land  beyond  the  Styx. 
"My  men  are  too  busy  to  worry  about  fixing  a mere 
gate." 

"Well,  then,"  growled  St.  Peter,  "I'll  have  to  sue  you 
for  breaking  our  agreement." 

"Oh,  yeah,"  said  the  Devil,  "where  are  you  going  to 
get  a lawyer?" 

— "Con-Mirth." 

NEWS  NOTE 

The  woman  who  had  sixteen  children  was  com- 
mitted to  the  insane  asylum  early  today.  She  was 
stork  mad. 

— "Froth." 

Prof:  "If  such  a thing  were  possible,  Grotch,  what 

would  you  say  was  the  most  important  word  in  the 
English  language?" 

Grotch:  "Sex!" 

Prof:  "And  how  would  you  substantiate  your  choice?" 

Grotch:  "Without  it  there  wouldn't  be  any  English 

language." 


"Is  there  any  reason  why  you 
should  have  cut  class  this  morning, 
Smith?" 

"Yes,  but  I promised  not  to  bring 
her  name  into  it?" 


"I  just  put  your  shirt  on  the 
clothes-horse." 

"What  odds  did  it  get?" 


"I  say  old  fellow,  why  on  earth  are 
you  washing  your  spoon  in  the  finger 
bowl?" 

"Do  you  think  I want  to  get  egg  all 
over  my  pocket?" 


Roses  are  blue 
Violets  are  pink 
Immediately  after 
The  thirteenth  drink. 

— "Yale  Record"  — 


Old  Maid:  "Has  the  canary  had 

its  bath  yet? 

Servant:  "Yes,  you  may  come  in." 

— "Exchange" 


"I  won't  write  anymore,  dear, 
my  roommate  is  reading  over  my 
shoulder." 

"You're  a liar." 


Frosh:  "Answer  the  telephone." 

Soph:  "What  did  it  say?" 


Gas  is  stuff  that  if  you  don't  have 
good  of,  your  car  won't  run  as  well 
as  if. 

" — Blue  Bucket" 


And  then  there's  the  girl  who  was  so 
modest  she  had  to  leave  the  room  to 
change  her  mind. 


The  modern  wallflower  is  the  girl 
who  dances  all  the  time. 


YOU  MEAN 
THIS  NEW 
PIPE  ? 


SAY  JACK.  I 
THOUGHT  CHRISTMAS 
WAS  IN  DECEMBER. 


SAVED  ENOUGH 
MONEY  SMOKING 

EDGEWORTH  JR* 

TO  BUY  IT 


right!  mow’d 

YOU  GET  IT? 


HOW 

COME? 


**  "Cello- 
phane*' 
^’rapped 


A<ldr«*aa. 


City 

colle<;k_ 


_Slate_ 


THE  NEW  LINE 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

• CREDIT 

For  some  time  now  we  have  been 
trying,  in  our  own  vague  way,  to  give 
the  "Diamondback"  a little  more  of 
the  right  kind  of  self-consciousness. 
In  so  doing  we  have  perhaps  been  a 
little  one-sided  in  our  comments. 
Therefore,  we  hope  to  modify  our 
bias  somewhat  by  relating  an  incident 
which  shows  just  what  a real  force  the 
"Diamondback"  is  in  campus  affairs. 
Not  long  ago  an  editorial  appeared  in 
the  paper  chiding  those  students  who 
persisted  in  holding  stentorian  de- 
bates in  the  halls  of  the  Arts  and 
Sciences  Building  while  classes  were 
in  progress.  Within  a week  after  the 
appearance  of  this  editorial  an  aroused 
Administration  had  taken  steps  to 
silence  student  noise.  Two  extra  men 
were  hired  to  work  the  suction  cleaners 
overtime,  thus  effectively  drowning 
out  even  the  voices  of  stray  engineers. 

• LININGS 

Success  on  this  campus  is  only  too 
freguently  spelled  with  a "K"  . . . 
The  person  who  inscribed  on  the 
Post  Office  Building  the  words: 
"Neither  snow,  nor  rain,  nor  heat,  nor 
night  stays  these  couriers  from  the 
swift  completion  of  their  appointed 
rounds;"  had  obviously  never  met 
Mr.  Gelinas  or  his  helpers  . . . 
Students  would  get  more  out  of 
college  if  they  paid  less  attention  to  a 
Fifth  of  Seagram's  and  more  to  a 
Fifth  of  Beethoven's. 


IN  YOUR  COLLEGE  COLORS 

We  make  this  amazin|;  offer  of 
a $1.00  English  Type  Folding 
Poueh  in  Rep  Cloth  with  Rnh- 
berized  I.iner  for  only  10^  and 
one  wrapper  to  persnade  you  to 
try  Edgeworth  Jr.  Buy  a tin  to- 
day. Send  the  inside  white  par- 
affin wrapper  and  your  dime 
together  with  this  eoupon  (or 
print  your  name,  eollege  and 
address  on  the  wrapper) — and 
we  will  send  your  poneh  imme- 
diately. Only  one  to  a customer. 


Larus  & Rro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va. 

KncloHe<i  find  lOf  and  one  inside  white 
paraffin  wra|>|>er  fr<»m  a tin  <»f  K4]gewortf)  Jr., 
for  wiiich  send  me  $1.()0  value  silk  tohacco 
p<»iich  in  my  college  e<»lors.  (/*/eo.se  print,) 

Name 


SPECIAL  OFFER 


CAUSE  THERES  NO 
WASTE.  SMOKES  SWEET 
AND  MILD  DOWN  TO 
THE  HEEL.  ITS  GREAT 
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FREE!  A Box  of  Life  Savers 
for  the  best  wisecrack! 

What  is  the  best  joke  that  you  heard  on  the 
campus  this  week? 

Send  it  in  to  your  editor.  You  may  wisecrack 
yourself  into  a free  prize  box  of  Life  Savers! 

For  the  best  line  submitted  each  month  by 
one  of  the  students,  there  will  be  a free 
award  of  an  attractive  cellophane-wrapped 
assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver  flavors. 

Jokes  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication.  I'he  right  to  publish  any  or  all 
jokes  is  reserved.  Decisions  of  the  Editors 
will  be  final.  The  winning  wisecrack  will  be 
published  the  following  month  along  with  the 
lucky  winner’s  name. 


UNDE 


RWOOD 


UNIVERSAL... 

Lhiderwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 


Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Building  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C, 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

fpORT ABLES 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


A student  dropped  a coin  in  the  middle  of  a lecture. 
Prof:  "What  were  you  going  to  do — buy  your  girl  a 

soda?" 

Stewed:  "No,  a lolly  pop." 

Prof:  "Don't  bother,  she's  got  a sucker  now." 


The  newcomer  knocked  on  the  pearly  gates  and 
St.  Peter's  voice  called,  "Who's  there?" 

"It  is  I,"  answered  the  newcomer. 

"Well,  get  out.  We  don't  want  any  more  school 
teachers." 


Wife:  "Darling,  a moth  got  in  my  bathing  suit." 

Husband:  "Don't  begrudge  him  that,  dear;  it  probably 
fit  him  better  than  it  did  you." 


Lady:  "So  you  are  on  a submarine,  tell  me,  what  do 

you  do?" 

Sailor:  "Oh,  I run  forward  and  hold  her  nose  when 

we're  going  to  dive." 


THE  OLD  LINE 
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COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 

Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


HUTZLER’S  GIVES 
“IN-TOWN  SERVICE” 

TO  OUT-OF-TOWN  CUSTOMERS 

Write  or  telephone — tell  us  what  you  want  and 
approximately  what  you  want  to  pay  for  it,  - - 
and  we’ll  do  the  rest — and  do  it  as  efficiently 
as  you  would,  yourself! 

Howard,  Saratoga  and  Clay  Sts.,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Telephone  Calvert  4321 

HUTZLER  5IWHER5  € 


And  if  you  flunk  all  your  grammar 
courses,  don't  worry.  You'll  grow  up 
to  be  a song  writer. 

— "Drexerd" 


"Stand  behind  your  lover,”  said 
the  Scotchman  to  his  unfaithful  wife, 
"I'm  going  to  shoot  you  both.” 

— "Jack  o'Lantern” 


"My!  What  curves  to  glide  over  in 
the  moonlight!”  exclaimed  the  unac- 
companied driver,  as  the  highway 
unfolded  before  him. 


Teacher;  "Johnny,  spell  gravy.” 
Politician's  Son:  "G-r-a-f-t.” 

- "Sour  Owl” 


SATAN  SPEAKING 

"Hell,  yes,”  said  the  devil,  picking 
up  the  phone. 


An  old-fashioned  girl  blushes  when 
she  is  embarassed,  but  a modern 
femme  is  embarrassed  when  she 
blushes. 

— "Exchange” 


Itsy  bitsy  pider 
went  up  de  wader  pout 
down  cum  de  wain 
n'  wash  the  pider  out 
out  cum  de  sun 
an  dwided  up  all  de  wain 
den  itsy  bitsy  pider 
went  up  de  pout  again. 


Deanfto  coed):  "Are  you  writing 

that  letter  to  a man?” 

Co-ed:  "It's  to  a former  room  mate 
of  mine.” 

Dean:  "Answer  my  guestion.” 


Stooge;  "What  does  "Non-trans- 
ferable  mean  on  this  bid?” 

Stewed;  "It  meansh  that  no  per- 
shon  will  be  admitted  unlesh  he 
comesh  hisself.” 


Doctor:  "Have  you  led  a normal 

life?” 

Patient:  "Yes,  sir.” 

Doctor:  "Then  if  you  want  to  get 

well  you'll  have  to  give  up  women 
and  liguor  for  a few  months.” 


Atlantic  0162 


Ilyattsville  785 


“Say  it  with  Flowers” 


8.^ 


r 

FLORISTS 


Member  of  F.  T.  D.  Assn. 
We  Wire  Flowers 


Baltimore  Boulevard 
Cottage  City.  Md. 


BALFOUR  MARYLAND  RINGS! 

— yVozc;  oil  display  at  Student  Bookstore 

I Fraternity  Pins 
Crested  Jewelry 
Medals  and  Trophies 
College  Seal  Jewelry 

L.  G.  BALFOUR  CO. 

204  International  Bldg.  (2nd  Floor) 

1319  F Street  national  1045 

Colonel  Willis,  '31,  Campus  Represcnlalive 
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SONG  WITH  WORDS 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

a game  after  all,  he  must  abide  by  the 
code  they  had  tactitly  drawn  up 
months  ago. 

'T've  Got  You  Under  My  Skin!” 
How  true  it  was!  And  yet  he  was 
beginning  to  become  just  a little  tired 
of  this  song  already.  It  had  been 
played  so  incessantly.  But  he  could 
not  allow  himself  to  tire  of  it.  He  had 
not  tired  of  "Night  and  Day,”  but  he 
had  taught  himself  to  hate  it.  Now  he 
must  reverse  the  process  with  the  new 
song.  "Night  and  Day”  no  longer 
was  his  favorite  song,  no  longer 
meant  anything  to  him — he  kept 
assuring  himself  of  this  fact.  The  new 
song,  therefore,  must  take  its  place. 

The  radio,  which  had  been  going 
while  he  sat  there,  now  started  to  play 
'T've  Got  You  Under  My  Skin.”  This 
was  good.  This  was  the  way  it  should 
be.  Now  he  could  write.  The  words 
began  to  flow  from  his  pen.  "You 
have  come  to  mean  so  much  to  me — 
I know  that  I owe  you  so  much  that  I 
have  no  right  to  try  to  hold  you  . . . 
I feel  that  I should  make  this  plea — 
futile  though  I know  the  task  to  be.” 

As  he  wrote,  he  stopped  listening  to 
the  radio.  Two  paragraphs  later,  he 
paused  to  set  in  order  the  eager  words 
pouring  from  his  heart.  Stopping  for 
this  moment,  he  let  himself  listen  to  the 
radio  again.  The  tune  switched.  They 
were  playing  another,  familiar  song. 

He  listened  a moment  and  suddenly 
felt  hopelessly  alone.  It  was  that 
damned  "Night  and  Day”  again.  His 
heart  was  empty  now.  Those  piti- 
fully eager  words  had  crept  away. 
He  knew  it  was  no  use.  He  looked 
down  at  the  letter.  Picking  it  up, 
he  began  to  crumple  it  slowly, 
emotionlessly.  Completing  the  task, 
he  stared  at  the  wad  and  then  threw  it 
from  him.  He  stepped  towards  the 
radio  savagely  and  snapped  it  off. 
Softly,  almost  to  himself,  he  began  to 
murmur,  "Familiar  as  an  old  mistake, 
and  futile  as  regret.”  Thank  God  he 
could  still  guote  to  cover  his  empti- 
ness. Lighting  a cigarette,  he  picked 
up  a book  and  began  to  read. 


Learning  by  Lecture 


Is  not  the  way  to  learn  in  busi- 
ness. Experience  has  taught 
Marylanders  that  CHANEY’S 
GARAGE  always  gives  them 
the  best  that  can  be  obtained  for 
the  most  reasonable  rates. 

Service  and  Workmanship 

Chaney^s  Garage 

At  the  Main  Gate 


Say  it  with  flowers. 
Say  it  with  sweets. 
Say  it  with  kisses. 
Say  it  with  eats. 

Say  it  with  jewelry. 
Say  it  with  drink, 

But  never,  no  never. 
Say  it  with  ink. 


Two  Scotchmen  were  watching  a 
basketball  game;  one  had  a bottle,  the 
other  had  only  a thirst.  The  bottle- 
man  was  talking  very  largely  about 
his  knowledge  of  the  game  and  what 
a fine  player  he  was  himself. 

During  the  conservation  he  helped 
himself  very  liberally  to  the  contents 
of  his  bottle,  whereupon  the  thirsty 
one  said;  "Weel,  I notice  ye're  a fine 
dribbler,  but  ye're  nae  guid  at 
passing.” 


^taniJarb 

€ngrabmg 

Company 


SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 


1212  19th  Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


Attention 

Maryland  Students 

For  Your  Convenience 

The  Galley 

Will  be  Open  Until  4 A,  M. 
Prom  Night 


For 

Good  Things  to  Eat 

After  the  Prom 
and  all  the  Time 

The  Federal  Diners 

HYATTSVILLE 

SUNNYSIDE 


Lord  Calvert  Inn 

The  Lord  Calvert  Inn  is  now  under  the  new  management 
of  Jack  Sheriff  ’35,  Delta  Sigma  Phi,  of  the  U.  of  Md. 

It  is  especially  fitted  for  any  size  banquet,  parties,  or 
dances  in  six  different  size  rooms.  Some  of  the  Organi- 
zations that  hold  their  regular  meetings  there  are:  The 
Rotarians,  Kiwanis,  Exchange  Club,  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce, Young  Men’s  Democratic  Society  of  Prince  Georges’ 
County,  Pi  Delta  Epsilon,  and  others. 

Noted  events  held  there  recently  were — Hyattsville 
Jubilee  Club  banquet  and  dance.  Welfare  League  of  Prince 
Georges’  Co.  banquet.  President’s  Ball,  Riverdale  dance, 
and  Bacteriological  Society  of  the  U.  of  Md.  banquet. 

The  dining  room  and  Coffee  Shop  are  open  from  7 a.m. 
to  9 p.M.  daily  with  prices  ranging  from  .25  to  1.25. 

The  Management  offers  any  excellent  proposition  for 
adding  funds  to  a Club’s  treasury.  The  large  banquet 
room  is  offered  free  of  charge  for  card  parties.  Cards, 
tables,  and  tallies  furnished.  Refreshments  will  be  fur- 
nished at  cost.  When  booking  a card  party,  however,  it 
will  be  necessary  to  book  a dance  and  a small  fee  will  be 
charged  for  the  use  of  the  dance  hall. 

Hold  your  next  party  or  dance  at  the  Lord  Calvert! 

For  reservations  call  Miss  Craun,  Gr.  3058. 


Outstanding  Socially 
for  1937 

The  Junior  Prom 
The  Rossbourg 
The  Varsity  Grill 

E.  F.  ZALESAK,  ’25 


Copyright  1937,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Attention 

Photographers 

CAMERA  CONTEST 

The  OLD  LINE  offers  $.5.00  for  the  best  photo- 
graph subiiiitted  for  the  next  issue.  Un])osed 
snapshots  of  classroom,  library,  and  Boulevard 
subjects  are  especially  desired.  Awards  will  be 
made  ou  the  basis  of  humor  and  composition. 

RULES 

1.  All  entries  must  be  developed  {)rints  with 
glos.sy  finish. 

‘i.  Entries  should  be  enclosed  in  envelopes  and 
sent  to  the  Editor  of  the  OLD  LINE,  Box  883. 

3.  All  entries  nui.st  be  in  the  hands  of  the  judges 
by  noon,  March  !2,5. 

4.  In  ca.se  of  a tie  duplicate  prizes  will  be  awarded. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  j)et  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cello])hane-wra])ped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  be.st  joke 
submitted  each  mouth  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  j)ublication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wi.secrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  j)rize  with  it. 

This  mouth's  iriunrr  is 

IX)11S  HI  EPEH 

ii'ho  offered  the  following: 

\ few  girls  open  their  eyes  when  they’re  kissed: 
the  others  open  yours. 


Dedication 


To  the  Military  Department;  to  the  Colonel  and  his  staff; 
to  all  earnest  officers  and  non-coms  and  weary,  plodding 
privates;  to  the  band  and  its  glockenspiel,  and  to  a coming 
plenitude  of  rainy  Mondays  and  Fridays,  The  Old  Line  re- 
spectfully dedicates  its  MILITARY  BALL  NUMBER. 

GENTLEMEN:  THE  REGIMENT 
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COLONEL  HAROLD  KELLY 
Regimental  Commander 


SCABBARD  and  BLADE 

PRESENTS 

ITS  ANNUAL 


MILITARY  BALL 

FEATURING 

TED  BROWNAGLE  and  His  Orchestra 
FRIDAY,  MARCH  5 Ten  to  One 


COMMITTEE 


HERMAN 

WARREN 

WRIGHT 


PHILIP  FIRMIN,  Chairman 

BERGER  LOUIS  HUEPER  ROBERT  McLEOD 

BONNETT  ALFRED  IRELAND  DALE  PATTERSON 

CALDER  HAROLD  KELLY  PARKS  PATTERSON 


AARON  WELCH 


MISS  MARGARET  JORDAN 
Sponsor 


HELLQ  JUDGE 

HELLO,  CHUBBISIS-I 
A BIT  OF  A 
SURPRISE, 

WHAT^^ 


SIR  CLEVE  -I  TVIOUQMT 
YOU  WERE  IM 
AFRICA'  COME  IM, 
MAN,  COME  IN.' 


CURIOUS  AFRICAN  PIPE 


BY  GEORGE,  THIS  IS  U OF  COURSE  IT^ 
A SPLENDID  NATIVE  | ONLY  ONE  OF 

PIPE  youVe  brought  the  many  types 

ME.  IT'S  A J OF  AFRICAN 


iVe  seen  chiefs  PIPES 
TEN  FEET  LONC^  A REAL 
'TOP -HAT' PIPE,  SOTO  SPEAK 


YDU  VA/OULD  WAVE  ENJOYED  THE 
TIME  I DISTRIBUTED  PRINCE  ALBERT 
TO  MY  BOYS,  JUDGE,  OF  COURSE 
THEY  WAD  never  SMOWiED 
ANYTHING  SO  TAST^ 

MILCJ  AND  MELLOW. 

P.  A.  WAS  A SENSATION  . 


-IN  THEIR  NATIVE  TONGUE. THEY 
CALLED  IT'TOBACCO  LI  ICE  HONEY 
FI50M  STING  LESS  BEES' 


-AND  that's  a mighty  FINE 
DESCRIPTION  OF  COOLr-SMOK- 
ING  'NO  BiTE'r 

PRINCE  ALBERT/ 


C 

\h 


'mil 


THIS  N0-RI5K  OFFER  /y.AffAMTtt 

TAKES  you  STRAIGHT  UONEy-^ACK 

TO  SMOKIN' jo>; men!  TKiNCf  AlKw  prince  albert. 

any  TI^^E  nlRCHASE 

A - — •WW-  jOYSMOKB! 


CRIMP  CUT 
PRINCE 
ALBERT 
<ylVE5  YOU  A 
NEW  5LANT 
ON  COOL  . 
SMOKIN'  ^ 


MY  HATSI 
OFF  TO 
P.  A. 

IT  HAS 
YET  TO 
BITE  MY 
TONG-UE 


ANV, 
PARPNER, 

itS  amightkI 
, fine 

MAKIN'S' 
TOBACCO 
TOO 


pipefuls  of  fragrant 
tobacco  in  every  2-oz. 
tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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BLACK  SHEEP 


• CLASS  HISTORIAN: 

Rumor  has  it  she  is  second 
most  dated  girl  on  campus. 
First  same  had  to  stop  going 
to  classes  to  maintain  her 
lead.  When  elected  to  her 
office,  she  stated,  "Class  his- 
torian, huh?  Well  let's  go; 
when  do  I start  making  his- 
tory?' ' Is  prexy  of  her  pledge 
class.  Is  being  eyed  care- 
fully by  the  makers  and 
breakers  of  campus  leaders. 
Ambition  is  to  be  asked  for — 
and  to  keep — four  dates  in 
one  evening.  Entrant  in  late  beauty  contest.  Resents 
nothing  except  being  referred  to  as  the  athletic  type. 

Tempe  Curry. 


• MEN’S  REPRESENTATIVE: 

Tall,  blond,  good- 
natured.  Just  escaped 
being  an  athlete.  Be- 
lieves in  symbolism. 

Sometimes  known  as 
"Anything  for  a gag." 

Will  go  further  to  put 
across  a joke  than  any 
other  known  living  per- 
son. Has  room  decorated 
with  Esquire  pictures. 

Laziest  man  in  his  class; 
his  entire  room  is  oper- 
ated by  gadgets,  enabling 
him  to  lie  in  bed  for  weeks  at  a time.  Likes  track, 
Mary  E.  Zimmerman,  and  people.  Ambition  is  to  be 
most  ambitious  man  on  the  campus. 

John  Walmsley. 


• BUSINESS  MANAGER: 

Called  by  his 
nearest  and  dearest 
friends  " Worry- 
Worry."  Handles  all 
"Terrapin"  financial 
troubles.  If  queried, 
will  reluctantly  admit 
that  he  hails  from 
Indian  Head,  along 
with  his  roomie. 
Highest  ambition  is  to 
manage  Terp  boxing 
team.  States  that  he 
will  even  go  so  far  as 
to  work  to  become 
manager,  and  is  now  scrubbing  for  the  position.  Likes 
everyone  except  stamp-collectors.  Of  them  he  says, 
"Philatelists!  Pooey!  Don't  bother  me;  I've  got  some 
worryin'  to  do." 

Jameson  McWilliams. 


• EX-SOCIETY  EDITOR: 

Last  year  worked  for 
"Diamondback."  Has  since 
reformed.  Asked  why  she  cut 
short  her  promising  career  she 
replied,  "Why,  I was  passing 
all  my  courses;  I didn't  feel  at 
home."  However,  close  as- 
sociation with  Maryland  Society 
has  made  her  sensitive  to 
fashion,  as  reflected  in  her 
sartorial  excellence.  Petite, 
pug-nosed,  and  peppy.  Comes 
from  Florida,  where  she 
acquired  sunny  temper  and 
balmy  disposition.  Ambition  is  to  be  known  as  a 
woman  of  mystery. 

Kay  Thompson. 


PHOTOGRAPHY  BY  KLINEFELTER 
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j#'. 


"Yes,  I do  believe  we  should  give  more  time  to 
charity.” 


He:  "Dancing  is  the  poetry  of  motion." 

She:  "You  must  be  fond  of  prose.” 


Customer:  "Where  will  I find  silk  lingerie?” 

Sales  Girl:  "Search  me.” 


am  a fraternity  man,  and  a gentleman.” 
"You  don't  look  like  twins  to  me.” 


Prof:  "It  gets  so  cold  in  Siberia  that  the  birth  rate  has 
dropped  considerably.” 

Frosh:  "What?  No  kidding?” 


She:  "Do  you  want  to  see  where  I was  operated  on?” 
He  (eagerly):  "Yes.” 

She:  "Well,  we're  just  two  blocks  from  the  hospital.” 


I hold  her  in  my  arms  ...  a feeling  of  warmth  creeps 
over  me  ...  I pull  her  closer  . . . her  soft  rosiness  pressed 
tightly  against  my  cheeks  . . . soothing  . . . satisfying  . . . 
perfect  bliss  ...  I could  lie  here  forever  with  Emma  my 
trusty  hot-water  bottle. 

- "Cornell  Widow.” 


Again:  "I'm  in  love  with  you  up  to  my  neck.  Sweet- 

ness.” 

And  Again:  "Oh,  that's  all  right.  You  don't  use 

your  head  in  love!” 


Formula  for  a Magazine  for  Men: 

Divide  your  space  by  two,  my  son; 

Give  half  to  Fashions,  half  to  fun. 

Give  egual  space,  I say  again. 

To  undressed  ladies  and  overdressed  men. 


1 


t 


ETC.  ETC, AND  IT 
ALMOST  T0014  IV\Y 

BREATH  AWAY, 


HERE’5  50METH1NG  THAT  WILL 
TAKE  TOUR  &REATH  AWAY, , 
EVEN  AFTER  AN  ONION  ^ 
SANDWICH  life  1 
CAVPDCr  — — .. 


MORAL: 

Everybody’s  breath 
offends  sometimes. ..let 
CRYST-O-MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinking 
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By  Pyke  Johnson 


IN  this,  the  Military  issue  of  the 
"Old  Line,"  we  deem  it  appro- 
priate to  express  a sincere,  if  belated, 
gratitude  for  two  boons  conferred 
upon  us  by  the  members  of  the 
Military  Department.  In  the  first 
place,  we  wish  to  thank  them  for  two 
years  of  drill  periods  which  were  per- 
fect for  day-dreaming.  It  didn't  take 
us  long  to  master  the  rudiments  of 
drill — after  all,  we  had  only  been 
going  through  them  for  four  years 
before  our  debut  in  the  local  regi- 
ment. Once  they  were  mastered  we 
were  able  to  spend  perfect  hours, 
permitting  our  body  to  carry  out 
commands  in  an  automatic  sort  of  way, 
while  our  mind  was  engaged  in  flights 
to  the  realm  of  fancy.  Some  of  our 
wildest  dreams  and  highest  ambitions 
were  concocted  with  our  feet  deep  in 
the  mud  and  our  eyes  fixed  vaguely 
upon  the  top  of  a now-vanished  cork- 
screw flagpole.  Secondly,  we  are 
grateful  for  the  experience  of  a god- 
like superiority  seldom  felt  before  and 
certainly  never  known  since.  For  two 
years  we  held  down  the  number  one 
position  in  the  front  rank  of  the  right 
sguad.  This  position  is  distinguished 
from  all  others  by  the  fact  that  it  is  the 
pivot  in  the  movement  'platoons 
right.'  We  always  felt  that  when  this 
command  was  given,  we  held  the 
destiny  of  the  platoon  cupped  in  our 
hands.  A step  or  two  to  the  right  or 
left,  the  failure  to  mark  time  after 
pivoting,  and  we  could  have  sent  the 
platoon  headlong  into  the  band  or 
made  the  right  guide  a distant  exile. 


The  temptation  to  do  so  often  pre- 
sented itself,  but  we  never  gave  in. 
We  just  didn't  have  the  heart  to  let 
the  regiment  down. 

• REVENGE 

In  the  recent  hue  and  cry  over  the 
attempt  to  increase  the  membership  of 
the  Supreme  Court,  another  egually 
significant  and  similar  move  has 
passed  unnoticed.  The  newly  issued 


licenses  of  the  state  of  Vermont 
contain  the  weighty  pronouncement 
"Vermont  expires  March,  1937." 
We  refer  you  to  the  outcome  of  the 
last  election  and  invite  you  to  draw 
your  own  conclusions. 

• BEAUTIES 

The  recent  beauty  poll  conducted 
in  the  columns  of  our  distinguished 
contemporary  the  "Diamondback"  on 
behalf  of  our  distinguished  contem- 
porary the  "Terrapin"  had  an  inter- 
esting repercussion,  unknown  till  now 
by  even  the  editor  of  the  latter  publi- 
cation. It  seems  that  the  circulation 
of  the  school  paper  is  not  confined 
entirely  to  the  Library  trash  cans,  as 


some  ungrateful  and  envious  souls 
have  intimated.  In  fact,  the  "Diamond- 
back"  is  actually  read  by  people  off 
campus  other  than  the  editors  of  the 
"Prince  George  Post."  No  less  a 
dignitary  than  the  president  of  the 
sophomore  class  of  the  University  of 
South  Carolina  manages  to  find  time 
to  peruse  its  pages.  He  it  was  who 
sent  in  the  most-distant  response  to 
the  beauty  contest.  Basing  his  select- 
ion upon  the  beauty  of  the  girls' 
names,  he  voted  for  the  two  prettiest. 
The  two  thus  chosen  were  Jean  Pat- 
terson and  Gwen  Glynn. 

• KEATS 

To  people,  including  ourselves, 
who  continue  to  find  fault  with  our 
present  educational  system,  we  offer 
the  following  proof  that  the  situation 
is  still  far  from  hopeless.  A freshman 
coed,  no  less,  has  made  the  amazing 
discovery  that  the  first  five  lines 
of  John  Keats's  immortal  "Bards  of 
Passion  and  of  Mirth"  fit  perfectly  to 
the  tune  of  the  no  less  immortal 
"Organ  Grinder's  Swing."  Even  the 
drawn  out  'yes'  at  the  end  of  the  first 
chorus  is  there. 

• TRANSLATION 

Which  reminds  us  of  the  other  fresh- 
man coed  who  gave  a very  excellent 
literal  translation  of  the  old  phrase 
"noblesse  oblige."  "It  means,"  said 
she,  "people  talk,"  which  is  exactly 
what  the  late-lamented  Edward  VIII 
discovered. 
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SUNRISE  SERVICE 

by  Gordon  Wood 

illustrated  by  frank  lawson 


There  would  be  a mound  of  clean  fresh  earth  behind 
a six  foot  hole.  Before  that  hole  he  would  wait  with 
a smile  and  a cigarette.  Eight  men  with  shining  rifles 
and  clean  boots,  eight  men  with  their  cheeks  on  the 
stocks  of  the  shiny  rifles,  with  their  eyes  sguinting  down 
the  barrels,  would  be  in  a line  before  him,  all  looking  at 
him  through  peep  sights.  He  would  seem  big  to  them 
through  peep  sights  at  twenty  paces. 

To  one  side  there  would  be  a group  of 
officers. 

One  officer,  with  medals  on  his 
breast,  would  give  the  commands. 

His  hat  would  be  off,  and  the  sun  would 
shine  through  his  hair.  His  hair  would 
be  brilliant  in  the  sun. 

The  day  in  March  would  be  rare. 

Such  days  are  seen  only  seldom,  even 
in  October;  a day  when  the  light  is 
brilliant  but  not  blinding,  a day  in 
which  the  air  tells  of  another  world,  so 
serene  it  is,  and  pure.  All  over  the 
world  the  weather  is  the  same  on  a day 
like  this.  Everywhere  it  would  be  a 
holiday,  like  a Sunday  in  October. 

The  sound  of  life  would  be  a drone,  a peaceful  summer 
drone  in  March. 

He  would  smile  and  wait  for  the  sweet  final  thud  of 
eight  slugs  in  his  chest.  His  left  hand  would  be  at  his 
side,  holding  a black  silk  blindfold.  The  blindfold 
would  glisten  and  be  graceful  next  to  his  coarse  grey 
trousers. 

At  the  last,  the  officer  would  say,  "There  was  a man 
with  guts!"  Then  he  would  walk  off  slowly  with  his  hat 
in  his  hand. 


Alvin  Barclay  slept  with  a smile  on  his  lips  the  night 
before  he  was  to  be  executed. 

• • • 

The  fourth  sguad  of  the  first  platoon  of  B Company, 
rifles,  marched  down  the  path  to  the  guardhouse.  It  was 
early  morning,  and  the  men's  guns  glistened  in  the  drizz- 
ling rain.  At  the  door  of  the  guard- 
house, the  sergeant  who  was  in  charge, 
halted  the  sguad  and  gave  them  the 
command  to  rest.  Each  man  leaned  his 
gun  against  his  side,  and  put  his  hands 
in  his  pockets.  They  all  hunched  their 
shoulders  against  the  penetrating  March 
weather.  Only  a word  or  two  of  the 
strong  and  colorful  langugage  of  the 
regular  army  was  spoken,  but  these 
served  to  emphasize  the  fact  that  the 
sooner  this  detail  was  over,  the  better 
it  would  suit  them  all. 

Alvin  Barclay  stood  before  a six  foot 
hole,  in  which  there  was  an  inch  of 
brownish  water.  Behind  it  was  a 
mound  of  shiny  dirt. 

His  face  wore  a bewildered  expres- 
sion. In  his  right  hand  was  a soggy  cigarette.  The 
sergeant  walked  up  and  put  a blindfold  over  his  vacant 
eyes.  Eight  rifles  were  leveled  at  him. 

Just  as  the  sergeant's  lips  were  forming  the  word 
"fire,"  he  hesitated.  At  that  instant  Barclay  jerked  the 
blindfold  from  his  head  and  muttered,  "Shoot,  you  dirty, 
lousy ." 

Eight  slugs  tore  through  his  body,  carrying  with  them 
bits  of  dark  red  stuff. 

The  sergeant  moved  off  towards  the  barracks.  "There 
was  a man  with  guts,"  he  said. 


They  were  sitting  one  out.  They  had  sat  out  the  one 
before  that,  too.  But  they  didn't  realize  it  until  two 
dances  after  the  one  in  the  first  sentence.  Then  the  girl 
looked  up  and  said  rather  ruefully; 

"It's  so  warm.  Let's  go  inside  and  take  a walk." 


Jack:  "I  wonder  why  women  are  so  inconsistent?" 

Beverly:  "Why,  what  do  you  mean?" 

Jack:  "They  are  perfectly  willing  to  be  photographed 
in  a bathing  suit  or  an  evening  gown  yet  they  are 
embarrassed  to  death  over  a little  hole  in  their  stocking." 
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He:  'Then  I'll  see  more  of  you 

soon?" 

She:  "In  the  suite  by  and  by." 

■ — "Rice  Owl." 


She:  "Thanks  for  the  hug." 

He:  "Oh  the  pressure  was  all 

mine." 


A new  invention  for  ye  college 
student: 

Procure  ye  a cow  and  a mule,  and 
lo  and  behold,  you'll  get  milk  with  a 
kick  in  it. 


Prof:  "Is  that  your  cigarette  stub?" 
Frosh:  "Go  ahead,  you  saw  it 

first." 


Saint  Peter:  "How  did  you  get  up 

here?" 

Latest  Arrival:  "Flu!" 


Doctor:  "It's  a girl!" 

Father  of  Eight:  "What,  another 

mouth  to  buy  cigarettes  for?" 


As  we  sit  here  in  this  hall. 

And  as  we  study — not  at  all. 

We  notice  girls  of  any  size 
By  walking  by  can  raise  our  eyes. 

NOT  EVEN  IN  THE 
DINING  HALL? 

One  or  two  lumps? 

I don't  eat  mashed  potatoes. 


"Does  my  gown  look  as  though  it 
were  falling  off  my  shoulder?" 

"Naw,  let's  dance." 

"I'm  sorry,  but  I must  go  and 
rearrange  it.  It's  supposed  to  look 
that  way." 


"I  don't  want  to  speak  disparagingly 
of  your  work,"  remarked  a rooster  to 
a hen,  as  he  pointed  to  an  ostrich 
egg.  "But  I'm  just  calling  your 
attention  to  what  others  are  doing." 


An  enemy,  I know,  to  all 
Is  wicked,  wicked,  alcohol; 

The  Bible,  though,  commandeth  me 
To  learn  to  love  mine  enemy. 


Passionate  Pedro:  "Ah,  senorita, 

you  are  divine!  I loff  you!  I weesh 
your  embrace!  Geef  me  your  kees!" 

Fair  Tourist  (blushing):  "There's 

no  need — my  apartment  is  never 
locked." 

— "Penn  State  Froth." 


She  (Coyly):  "You  bad  boy,  don't 
you  kiss  me  again." 

He:  "I  won't.  I'm  trying  to  find 

out  who  has  the  gin  at  this  party." 


Guest:  "My  word  but  I'm  thirsty." 
Hostess:  "Wait  a moment  and  I'll 

get  you  some  water." 

Guest-  "I  said  thirsty;  not  dirty." 


"Would  you  give  ten  cents  to  help 
the  Old  Ladies  Home?" 

"What!  Are  they  out  again?" 


They  call  her  opportunity  because 
she  necks  but  once. 


. - 


STATUARY 

What  does  Longfellow  think? 
Is  it  joy  he  feels,  or  remorse? 
What  does  McClellan  think? 
And  what  does  his  horse? 


What  does  Farragut  think 

While  watching  the  noon  traffic  jam? 

What  does  Witherspoon  think? 

Does  he  give  a damn? 


What  do  the  statues  think 

In  their  countless  circles  and  sguares' 

What  does  the  Monument  think? 

And  who  the  hell  cares? 

— P.  J. 
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AN  OPEN  LETTER  TO  THE  P.M.S.&T. 


COLONEL  JOSEPH  D.  PATCH 
Military  Department 
University  of  Maryland 
College  Park,  Maryland 

Dear  Colonel  Patch: 

In  this  letter  we  of  "The  Old  Line"  throw  caution  to 
the  winds  and  ourselves  upon  your  mercy.  We  are 
acutely  aware  of  the  fact  that  we  are  mere  civilians  and 
lamentably  lacking  in  a knowledge  of  things  military. 
But  we  do  have  the  interests  of  your  regiment  close  to 
our  hearts,  and  we  would  like  to  make  a few  suggestions 
as  to  the  betterment  of  the  unit. 

In  the  first  place,  Colonel,  don't  you  think  that  your 
uniforms  are  just  a trifle  colorless?  Of  course,  all  this 
showy  stuff  doesn't  appeal  to  the  men,  but  the  coeds  like 
lots  of  braid  and  color  and  stuff,  and  really,  sir,  you  have 
to  be  careful  about  the  way  you  trifle  with  their  feelings. 
Now  we  have  a little  uniform  in  mind  that  might  raise  the 
regiment  in  the  opinion  of  the  ladies.  Nothing  preten- 
tious or  expensive,  naturally,  just  gold  pants  and  black 
satin  coats  with  six  stripes  of  braid  on  each  sleeve,  and  a 
double  allotment  of  brass  buttons.  And  perhaps  it 
might  be  a good  idea  to  top  it  off  with  a shako,  which 
would  also  make  a dandy  ash-tray  between  drill  periods. 

And  while  on  the  subject  of  uniforms,  might  we 
suggest  a clean-up  week  to  be  held  once  or  twice  a 
semester.  During  this  period  uniforms  would  be  cleaned 
and  pressed  and  shirts  washed.  You  have  no  idea  how 
annoying  it  can  become  along  in  May  or  thereabouts, 
when  you  get  up  some  Friday  morning  and  hunt  for  your 
shirt,  only  to  find  that  it  has  walked  up  to  the  Bowling 
Alley  for  a beer. 

In  the  second  place  we  believe  that  it  would  be  pos- 
sible to  save  a lot  of  energy  ordinarily  wasted  in  doing 
Right  Shoulder  Arms  every  time  a marching  command 
is  given.  To  avoid  all  this  unnecessary  movement,  why 
not  just  provide  dummy  guns  which  could  be  fastened  to 
the  right  shoulder  position  just  before  drill.  Then  your 
men  would  be  able  to  swing  both  arms,  presenting  a 
much  more  rhythmic  appearance. 

We  hesitate  to  approach  the  third  point,  because  we 
realize  that  the  class  in  commands  is  one  of  your  favorites. 
But  really.  Colonel,  we  see  little  point  in  having  your 
officers  waste  breath  on  such  complicated  commands  as 
Column  of  Sguads,  Leading  Platoon,  right  by  Sguads. 
These  commands,  sounding  something  like  the  noises 
produced  by  a stuttering  Hawaiian  train  announcer,  are 
invariably  misunderstood.  All  this  difficulty  could  be 


avoided  if  you  would  just  substitute  for  a command  like 
the  one  above  something  simple  like  Plum  Pudding  or 
Apple  Cider.  The  men  would  know  just  what  was  meant 
and  you  would  find  that  they  were  finally  able  to  do  the 
movement  correctly. 

In  conclusion.  Colonel,  don't  you  believe  that  this 
discipline  and  military  courtesy  stuff  is  just  a bit  too 
formal?  Wouldn't  it  improve  the  spirit  of  the  men  to 
have  the  officers  call  every  one  by  his  first  name?  And 
why,  when  you  have  a lot  of  titles  such  as  Brigadier 
General  and  Chief  of  Staff  rusting  away  from  disuse, 
have  privates  at  all?  Just  elevate  each  man  a couple  of 
ranks,  and  have  each  freshman  become  a sergeant 
immediately  upon  entering.  And  finally,  to  raise  the 
esprit  de  corps,  we  suggest  weekly  or  bi-weekly  teas, 
with  Major  Clark  pouring  and  Major  Ward  passing  cup 
cakes.  The  men  would  thus  have  a chance  to  get 
together  informally,  and  talk  over  the  latest  gossip  and 
mend  tears  in  their  uniforms. 

Believe  us.  Colonel,  these  suggestions  have  been 
offered  in  the  friendliest  spirit  of  cooperation.  You  may 
disregard  any  of  them  without  fear  of  offending  the 
feelings  of 

Your  Most  Humble  and  Devoted  Servants, 
The  Editors  of  THE  OLD  LINE. 

THE  OLD  LINE 
Publications  Office 
College  Park,  Md. 
March  3,  1937 


I cut  my  candles  all  in  two-  - 
Which  startles  all  my  friends. 

They're  only  half  as  long,  'tis  true. 

But  burn  at  all  four  ends. 

— "Silver  and  Gold' 


You  scoff  at  the  minnow 
For  being  mere  bait; 

But  how  did  you  feel 
When  after  your  date 
There  you  were  dangling 
To  wait  or  to  pine. 

Left  on  the  hook  of 
A very  strong  line. 


Twelve 


THE  OLD  LINE 


BUILDING  AN  ATTITUDE 

(Editorial) 

The  Ides  of  March  are  now  upon  us,  and  it  seems  fitting  therefore  to  deviate 
somewhat  from  the  theme  of  our  March  Military  issue  to  indulge  in  a bit 
of  prognostication.  Every  once  in  a while  one  of  our  multitudinous  honorary 
organizations  suddenly  feels  the  urge  to  justify  its  existence  to  the  campus  at 
large.  Its  members  dutifully  get  together  and  discuss  ways  and  means  for 
improving  the  school  in  some  way.  A program  is  selected;  members  are 
assigned  tasks,  which  they  set  out  enthusiastically  to  perform.  But  the 
enthusiasm  is  as  short-lived  as  the  average  campus  romance;  and  in  about  two 
weeks  time  the  mission  is  forgotten,  the  members  of  the  honorary  slip  back 
into  their  old  attitude  of  complacent  self-satisfaction;  and  the  administration 
goes  on  making  rules  for  a student  body  that  loves  to  speak  feelingly  about  its 
"rights,"  but  which  never  does  anything  to  deserve  them. 

It  will  be  interesting  to  see  whether  or  not  the  current  attempt  of  Omicron 
Delta  Kappa  to  raise  the  "morale  of  the  student  body"  will  go  the  way  of  all 
flesh.  Personally,  we  cannot  but  feel  that  any  comment  occasioned  by  the 
recent  editorial  in  the  "Diamondback"  on  the  building  of  a better  campus 
attitude  will  be  as  dead  when  this  appears  as  last  week's  dirt  column.  We  may 
be  wrong  in  this  guess — we  fervently  hope  that  we  are — but,  judging  from 
past  performances  on  this  campus,  we  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  we 
will  be  right. 

The  trouble  with  this  university  lies  in  the  incredible  apathy  of  the  majority 
of  the  students.  Take  any  typical  group  on  the  campus,  and  ask  its  members 
why  they  are  in  college.  Nine  out  of  ten  will  be  unable  to  give  an  honest 
answer  to  this  guestion;  if,  indeed,  they  are  able  to  answer  at  all.  The  reason 
for  this  is  that  the  large  majority  of  students  in  American  universities  today  are 
in  school  merely  to  obtain  a degree.  The  more  vital  problem  of  obtaining  an 
education  interests  them  not  at  all. 

Omicron  Delta  Kappa,  in  endeavouring  to  build  up  a certain  degree  of 
integrity,  of  honesty  of  purpose  among  their  fellows,  is  striking  at  the  funda- 
mental fault  of  the  higher  educational  system.  Influenced  by  the  present 
undue  emphasis  upon  the  importance  of  a degree,  the  average  college  man 
and  v/-oman  is  content  to  slide  through  school,  doing  a minimum  of  work  and 
absorbing  a minimum  of  knowledge.  And  since  the  degree  means  every- 
thing, students  are  unfortunately  not  over-scrupulous  in  the  methods  they  use 
to  obtain  the  desired  end. 

Eully  two-thirds  of  the  persons  now  attending  college  do  not  deserve  to  be 
there.  To  most  of  them  college  is  merely  a necessary  and  pleasant  four  years 
period,  which  is  to  be  forgotten  as  soon  as  they  start  out  upon  the  more  im- 
portant task  of  obtaining  a livelihood.  They  play  around  with  extra-curricular 
activities  and  devote  a good  deal  of  time  to  the  social  side  of  college  life. 
One  in  a hundred  learns  how  to  do  something.  One  in  a thousand  learns 
how  to  be  or  how  to  think.  College  rolls  off  the  rest  as  water  rolls  off  a duck's 
back. 

Conseguently,  the  great  majority  of  college  graduates  obtain  a superficial 
education  that  is  worse  than  none  at  all.  If  this  situation  is  to  be  remedied, 
steps  must  be  taken  in  the  colleges  themselves.  And  the  initial  action  must 
come  from  the  students.  The  attempt  of  Omicron  Delta  Kappa  to  raise  the 
"morale  of  the  student  body"  is  a step  in  the  right  direction.  Its  members 
must  realize  the  importance  of  their  action;  and  the  members  of  the  student 
body  must  cooperate  with  them  in  the  attainment  of  this  much-desired  end. 

The  way  has  been  pointed  in  this  attempt  to  do  away  with  cribbing,  which  is 

(Continued  on  page  18) 
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A FRESHMAN’S  IMPRESSION  OF  THE 
MILITARY  BALL 


Otto  Seibeneichen  taps  his  baton,  the  drums  roll  off, 
and  the  military  band  swings  into  a rhythmic  chorus  of 
"Stars  and  Stripes  Forever.”  So  the  Military  Ball  begins, 
clothed  in  decorations  of  olive  and  brown.  In  crisp, 
precise  cadence  the  cadets  move  to  the  tempo  of  the 
appropriate  music,  their  feminine  sponsors  dangling  at 
their  sides  like  decorative  but  useless  sabers.  Flags 
flutter  from  the  rafters,  blown  by  the  wind  of  the  officer's 
commands. 

Colonel  Patch  and  his  lady  stand  rigidly  at  attention 
as  the  couples  pass  in  review.  His  staff  at  his  side 
closely  scrutinize  the  whirling  pairs,  eager  to  award  the 
colors  to  those  with  the  best  lines.  (The  choice  lay 
between  a Kappa  and  an  A.  O.  Pi.,  but  then  a Kappa's 
line  is  mostly  verbal). 

The  decorations  are  splendid.  Pup  tents  are  pitched 
in  one  corner  where  the  chaperones  are  kept.  Basic 
uniforms,  with  the  inevitable  sag  at  the  knees,  are  hung 
around  the  walls  to  make  the  officers  feel  more  at  home. 
Mud  puddles  have  been  cleverly  placed  around  the 
floor  to  give  the  hall  the  appearance  of  a typical  drill 
day.  As  an  added  touch  each  man  carries  his  canteen, 
but  it  doesn't  have  water  in  it. 


The  band,  as  usual,  doesn't  sound  so  good.  It  has 
plenty  of  volume  but  the  guality  is  guestioned  at  times. 
At  intermission,  as  a special  attraction,  a hog  calling 
contest  is  staged  between  the  First  Sergeants  of  the 
regiment.  Johnny  Egan  wins,  but  is  disgualified  for 
trying  to  bum  a cigarette  from  Major  Miller.  At  eleven- 
thirty  roll  is  called,  but  so  many  men  are  absent  from  the 
Second  Battalion  that  there  isn't  anybody  left  to  make  the 
report.  The  Second  Battalion  officers  are  doing  a little 
back  seat  drilling  at  the  time. 

But  at  last  the  function  comes  to  an  end.  On  the 
command  "fall  out”  the  cadets,  from  force  of  habit,  grab 
their  dates,  rush  with  them  to  the  gun  room,  and  deposit 
them  in  the  racks.  So  ends  the  Military  Ball. 

— G.  E. 


ADVICE  TO  GALS 

Never  go  out  with  a lawyer  because  he'll  always  try 
to  break  your  will. 


"Work  in  a little  closer,  Finnegan!” 
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SIT-DOWN  STRIKE 

By  Herb  Smith 


PROFESSOR  QUIZENBERRY  was 
very  perturbed — it  was  almost 
noon.  Could' t he  ever  get  these 
damned  students  out  of  this  class- 
room? 

He  had  sensed  that  something 
unusual  was  afoot  when  they  had 
marched  in  at  8.20.  Something  in 
their  collective  collegiate  eyes  had 
warned  him,  "Beware  of  this  bunch 
today."  But  the  Professor  in  his 
wildest  dreams  had  never  imagined 
anything  like  the  trick  his  pupils  were 
pulling  on  him  now.  A student  sit- 
down  strike!  That  damn  Professor 
Minestyer  and  his  inspiring  lectures 
on  Current  Problems! 

Nearly  three  hours  ago,  Quizen- 
berry  had  been  slightly  surprised  to 
have  his  students  remain  respectfully 
in  their  seats  while  he  delivered  his 
9.11  post  mortems.  In  fact,  he 
remembered  having  had  quite  a 
pleasant  sensation  at  the  time,  think- 
ing blindly  that  his  pupils  had  become 
miraculously  interested  in  his  words 
of  wisdom.  However,  when  the  9.20 
class  bell  buzzed  out  and  the  class 
still  remained  seated,  the  Professor 
was  overwhelmed. 

Foolishly  idealistic,  he  continued  in 
his  lecture  for  ten  minutes  more,  but 
still  his  audience  remained  unmoved. 
It  was  then  at  9.30  that  Quizenberry 
took  the  bull  by  the  horns  and  de- 
manded to  know  just  what  the  big 
idea  was  anyway. 

"It's  a sit-down  strike,  sir,"  spoke 
up  a husky  athlete  in  the  back  of  the 
room.  "We  want  shorter  class 
periods." 

"No  we  don't,  it's  cheaper  text 
books,"  broke  in  a senior  engineer. 
"Why  no,"  piped  up  a coed  Day- 
dodger,  "What  we  want  is  snappier 
lectures."  This  brought  forth  an 
avalanche  of  desires.  In  fact,  every- 
body in  the  room  seemed  to  be  of  a 
different  mind,  except  for  one  thing — 


on  which  they  all  agreed — they  were 
holding  a sit-down  strike! 

Somewhat  amazed  by  this  bold 
declaration,  Quizenberry  at  first  at- 
tempted to  use  force.  "A  flat  failure 
in  the  course  to  anyone  who  is  not  out 
of  this  room  in  three  minutes,"  he 
declared  to  his  tormentors.  No  one 
moved. 

After  about  a half  an  hour  of 
hopeful  waiting,  he  changed  his 
tactics.  "All  who  leave  this  room 
within  the  next  five  minutes  will 
receive  a "C,"  for  the  semester, 
stated  the  bewildered  instructor.  Still 
no  one  moved. 

Then  followed  a period  of  persua- 
sion. Throwing  all  his  professorial 

dignity  to  the  winds,  Quizenberry 
offered  "B's,"  aye,  even  "A's,"  to 
those  of  the  class  that  would  depart 
from  the  scene,  but  to  no  avail.  With 
noon  approaching,  he  played  his 

trump  card.  "You  all  are  invited  to 
lunch  with  me  in  the  cafeteria," 

magnanimously  stated  the  harrassed 
one.  And  still  the  students  stayed  on. 

Quizenberry,  his  patience  frayed 
to  the  breaking  point,  bolted  out  the 


door  to  munch  on  a local  hamburger. 

Back  at  1.30  and  well  filled,  he 
peered  through  the  glass  in  the  door 
hoping  to  see  a vacant  room  before 
him.  But  the  Professor's  much  bat- 
tered dignity  took  another  lambasting, 
as  his  horrified  eyes  perceived  his 
students  playing  bridge  with  the  class 
cards  he  had  so  meticulously  ar- 
ranged alphabetically  the  night  be- 
fore. Fool  that  he  was  for  leaving 
them  on  the  desk! 

With  a scream  of  surrender,  Quizen- 
berry dashed  down  the  hall  hoping  to 
elude  this  disaster  which  had  befallen 
him.  But  people  will  talk — and 
before  the  day  was  over,  the  whole 
campus  knew  of  "Quiz's"  problem. 

On  the  second  day  of  the  strike,  the 
Dean  called  in  Quizenberry  but  the 
two  failed  to  make  any  progress  in 
dispersing  the  students.  "Of  course 
we  could  drive  them  out  with  tear 
gas,"  suggested  a member  of  the 
Board  of  Regents  who  joined  the  con- 
clave on  the  third  day.  This  plan 
was  immediately  rejected.  "Too 
risky,"  stated  one  of  the  department 

(Continued  on  page  19) 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"Oh,  don't  mind  me — I call  everybody  ' Sarge'  " 


Boss;  "You  should  have  been  here  at  nine  o'clock." 
New  Employee:  "Why,  what  happened?" 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


On  a crowded  car. 

"Madam,  would  you  like  me  to  get  you  a strap?" 
"No  thank  you,  I have  one." 

"Then  would  you  mind  letting  go  my  necktie?" 

— "Log." 


Captain:  "You  are  charged  with  habitual  drunkeness. 
What  excuse  have  you  to  offer?" 

Offender  (brightly):  "Habitual  thirst.  Captain." 

— "Arizona  Kitty-Kat." 


"Down  to  my  last  scent,"  said  the  Hound,  running 
around  in  a circle. 


— "Blue  Jay." 


GIVE  HER  A HAND 

"Help  your  wife,"  says  Good  Housekeeping,  "when 
she  mops  up  the  floor,  mop  up  the  floor  with  her." 

— "Blue  Jay." 


"What  makes  you  think  this  is  a night  for  wild  oats?" 
"Your  eyes  have  told  me  sow." 


Gone  are  the  days 
When  the  cows  could  graze 
Contentedly  in  their  greens 
Without  interrupting  scenes. 

— "Froth." 


The  Thespian  says: 

"They  laughed  when  I came  out  on  the  stage  in  my 
glove  tight  shorts,  but  when  I bent  over  they  split." 


"But  darling,  we  can't  live  on  love." 

"Sure  we  can.  Your  father  loves  you,  doesn't  he?" 


SCOT  NERVE 

A Scotchman  was  leaving  on  a business  trip,  and  he 
called  back  as  he  was  leaving; 

"Goodbye  all,  and  dinna  forget  to  take  little  Donald's 
glasses  off  when  he  isna  lookin'  at  anything." 
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I DON’T  LIKE  TO  DATE  MIDSHIPMEN 

(being  an  expose  of  the  Old  Navy  game) 
by  RUTH  KREITER 

(Annapolis  and  West  Point  Papers  Please  Copy) 


I DON'T  like  to  date  midshipmen.  Uniforms  may  make 
the  mother' s hearts  swell  with  pride,  but  they  are  only 
straight-) ackets  to  me.  The  middie  may  be  a good 
dancer,  although  this  is  the  exception  rather  than  the 
rule,  but  there  are  always  the  brass  buttons  between. 

One  visit  to  the  Naval  Academy  was  enough  for  me. 
I entered  the  rich-in-tradition  Bancroft  Hall  and  placed 
my  call  at  the  none-too-receptive  office.  After  waiting 
twenty  minutes  I saw  what  I supposed  to  be  my  date 
coming  rapidly  down  the  hall.  As  I had  rehearsed,  I 
ran  to  meet  him  with  open  arms.  He  not  only  turned 
out  to  be  a total  stranger,  but  an  unattractive  one  as  well. 
But  that  was  only  the  beginning.  My  date  finally 
arrived.  But  something  had  happened  to  Ed,  the  boy  I 
had  known  back  home.  He  was  at  least  an  individual. 
He  was  in  for  anything  that  sounded  like  a good  time. 
Now,  in  his  uniform  he  was  not  only  stiff  and  unbending, 
but  he  was  exactly  like  two  thousand  others. 

After  a fatal  attempt  at  conversation,  he  got  to  the 
point;  'T'm  sorry  I wont  be  able  to  take  you  to  dinner. 
We're  not  allowed  to  eat  out  tonight,  and  I'll  have  to 
report  for  formation  at  6.45.  I'll  pick  you  up  in  plenty 
of  time  for  the  hop,  though."  I turned  away  from  the 
renowned  halls  in  dismay.  As  far  as  I was  concerned 
Uncle  Sam  could  have  put  his  Naval  Academy  in  the 
middle  of  the  Pacific  Ocean. 

However,  being  one  to  make  the  best  of  things,  I ate 
my  dinner  alone  and  prepared  for  the  big  event — my 
first  hop  at  the  Naval  Academy.  Ed  arrived  on  time,  and 
assuring  myself  I looked  almost  interested,  I descended 
into  the  lobby  to  meet  him.  It  took  me  several  embar- 
rassing moments  to  single  him  out  among  the  uniforms 
loitering  there,  but  I covered  it  up  as  well  as  I could  with 
our  old  password — "Hi,  Butch."  In  place  of  the 
customary  reply,  he  returned  a curt  "Good  evening"  and 
presented  the  uniform  accompanying  him.  Somehow  I 
felt  the  need  of  a cocktail,  and  suggested  we  drop  in  at 
the  bar.  When  I was  informed  that  I could  go  in  the 
cocktail  lounge  unaccompanied  while  he  waited  at  the 
door,  I decided  to  face  the  evening  without  stimulus. 
Little  did  I realize  how  much  I would  need  it. 

After  passing  through  an  endless  receiving  line,  we 
started  to  dance.  I would  have  loved  to  shag  to  the 
strains  of  "Stomping  at  the  Savoy,"  but  not  in  Mac- 
Donough  Hall.  It  didn't  make  much  difference  whether 
one  was  cut  often  or  not;  there  was  no  variety.  If  only 


Ed  would  come  back.  My  new  shoes  hurt  and  I was 
ready  to  go  back  to  Carvel.  I saw  him  on  the  other  side 
of  the  hall  dancing  with  one  of  the  officers'  wives. 
Why  didn't  someone  notice  he  was  stuck  and  cut  him? 
At  intermission,  he  returned.  "I'm  awfully  sorry,  but  I 
have  to  escort  the  Commander's  wife  home.  I really 
can't  refuse.  You  wouldn't  mind  if  1 got  Jack  to  see  you 
back  to  the  hotel?"  No,  I wouldn't  mind,  but  I'd  just  as 
soon  leave  now.  But  it  was  no  use  to  think  of  leaving. 
They  lock  you  in  at  dances  there. 

On  the  stroke  of  twelve  they  let  us  out  and  we  started 
to  walk  back  to  Carvel.  Feeling  the  need  of  steadying, 
I casually  took  Jack's  arm.  That  was  faux  pas  number 
ten.  One  never  takes  a midshipman's  arm  in  the 
grounds.  I had  thought  men  were  the  stronger  sex,  but 
it's  the  girls  who  have  to  stand  on  their  own  at  Annapolis. 

When  we  were  within  a block  of  the  hotel,  a bell  rang. 
My  escort  excused  himself  and  just  left  me  standing 
there.  Unless  you  have  actually  walked  in  Carvel  Hall 
unescorted  at  12.30  after  a hop,  you  cannot  appreciate 
the  situation.  The  entire  student  body  of  St.  Johns  is 
there  to  meet  you,  and  not  one  wears  a uniform. 

The  flat  tire  I had  driving  home  from  my  date  with  a 
midshipman  was  nothing  after  that  visit. 


"Isn't  this  carrying  the  surrealist  movement  a bit 
too  far?" 
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ADVICE  TO  YOUNG  MEN 

Action  may  seem  ardor,  but  it  goes  fervor  than  -words. 

— "Reserve  Red  Cat." 

"I'm  afraid,"  responded  the  cashier  with  part  of  one 
eye  on  the  check,  "you  haven't  endorsed  this  correctly." 

"Indeed!" 

"No,  it's  made  out  to  Gertrude  H.  Grey  and  you've 
written  just  Gertrude  Grey." 

"But  Gertrude  Grey  is  my  name." 

"Ah,  but  you  don't  quite  understand  me,"  barked  the 
exasperated  cashier,  "What  I mean  to  say  is,  you've  left 
out  your  'H'." 

"Oh,  so  I have,"  she  exclaimed  with  a sweet  sugary 
smile  as  she  took  out  her  pen  and  wrote:  Age,  twenty- 
one. 

— "Sun  Dial." 


There  he  was,  swimming  in  the  cold  water,  battling 
heroically  against  the  waves.  "Just  a half  mile  more," 
he  thought,  "and  I'll  make  the  shore."  His  strokes  were 
getting  weaker.  He  could  hardly  lift  an  arm  any  more. 
The  beach  was  only  a few  yards  away.  His  last  efforts 
were  too  much.  He  began  to  grow  dizzy.  Then  his  head 
began  to  swim  and  carried  him  to  shore. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


PAIN’S  ANALOGUE 

The  wisp  of  smoke  I know  to  be  your  love 
Curls  bluely  through  my  disappointed  fingers. 

Too  tired  to  try  again  and  grasp  in  vain, 

I let  you  slowly  pass.  But  still  there  lingers 
A faint,  sweet  pungency  from  fading  fire. 

That  twines  about  my  heart;  is  long  in  dying. 

My  hate,  yet  soft  and  shadowed,  dulls  my  sight. 

I whisper  through  my  tears,  "I  am  not  crying  . . ." 
Not  long  from  now,  I know — in  some  black  night 
When  grim,  elusive  dreams  augment  my  yearning, 
I shall  be  strangled  by  a smoke-blue  snake. 

And  fires  will  die,  which  were  but  sadly  burning. 

— C.  K. 


The  best  of  the  recent  Melodic  swing-hits  is  the  tick 
song,  "I've  Got  You  Under  My  Skin." 

— "Frosh." 

"The  girl  I took  to  the  Junior  Prom  last  night  ripped 
her  dress." 

"Did  she  blush?" 

"I  didn't  notice." 


Prof.:  "Mr.  Brown,  what  causes  dew?" 

Stude:  "Well,  sir,  the  terrific  pace  of  the  earth  in  its 

orbit  causes  it  to  perspire  freely." 


Head  Waiter  in  Dining  Hall:  "Say,  what's  the  idea  of 
taking  toast  out  of  the  dining  hall?" 

Emaciated  Emmett:  "Er-ah,  I wanted  to  make  some 

charcoal  sketches  with  it." 


First  Drunk:  "What  did  you  shay  when  you  lost  at 

sthrip  poker?" 

Second  Same:  "I  shed  plenty." 


BUILDING  AN  ATTITUDE 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

merely  a surface  manifestation  of  an  underlying  evil. 
If  this  attempt  is  successful  a tremendous  stride  forward 
will  have  been  taken  in  the  transformation  of  this  school 
into  an  university  worthy  of  the  name. 

— P.  J. 
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SIT-DOWN  STRIKE 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

heads.  "How  would  it  look  to  see  our 
University  publicized  throughout  the 
land  for  driving  its  students  from  its 
classrooms?  Why  we  would  be  the 
laughing  stock  of  the  country!" 

The  fourth  day  dawned  and  still 
no  progress  had  been  made.  The 
students  had  been  cajoled,  begged, 
and  pleaded  with,  but  remained  as 
firm  as  a dean's  denial  of  extra  hours. 
The  president  of  the  S.  G.  A.  had 
tried  and  failed,  the  lesser  officers  of 
the  organization  had  given  up,  the 
campus  newspaper  had  staged  a 
fruitless  campaign,  and  the  student 
life  committee  had  all  but  resigned  in 
despair.  The  strikers  were  as  firmly 
intrenched  as  they  had  been  at  8.20 
on  the  morning  of  the  first  day.  In 
fact,  they  were  better  off,  the  Home 
Ec  girls  having  declared  themselves 
in  sympathy  with  the  besieged  and 
turned  over  their  entire  products  of 
foods  lab  to  the  self-confined  students. 

Finally  at  the  end  of  the  fifth  day,  a 
sophomore  engineer  named  Mont- 
morency, whom  most  people  regarded 
as  rather  dull,  approached  Quizen- 
berry  and  said  that  for  an  "A"  in 
Machine  Shop,  he  would  solve  the 
University's  problem.  With  a fervent 
"yes"  the  entire  administration  told 
him  to  get  to  work. 

Conseguently,  six  days  from  the 
time  that  the  students  had  first 
entered  the  classroom,  Montmorency 
walked  confidently  into  the  self- 
besieged  zone.  Closing  the  door 
behind  him,  the  noble  pioneer  walked 
with  a firm  step  to  the  center  of  the 
class  room. 

Professors  peeking  through  the 
door  failed  to  hear  what  magic 
syllables  Montomorency  said,  but  the 
words  had  hardly  left  the  mediator's 
lips  before  a rushing  torrent  of 
human  flesh  poured  from  the  room 
and  streamed  down  the  hall. 

Amazed  by  the  success  of  Mont- 
morency where  others  had  failed,  the 
campus  population  crowded  about 


their  new  hero  demanding  an  ex- 
planation of  his  success. 

"Oh,  it  was  easy,"  murmured 
Montmorency,  "I  just  told  them  that 
a fellow  was  seen  coming  out  of  the 
Engineering  Building  wearing  a suit 
with  coat  and  trousers  to  match!" 


"I  hang  my  head  in  shame  every 
time  I see  the  family  wash  in  the 
back  yard." 

"Oh!  Do  they?" 

Wife:  "Did  you  object  to  the  way  I 
danced  on  the  table?" 

Hubby:  "Yes.  How  did  you 

expect  me  to  sleep  with  all  that 
racket  going  on  over  my  head." 


Fan  Dancer:  "Doctor,  I want  you 

to  vaccinate  me  where  the  scar  won't 
show." 

Doctor:  "Okay.  Stick  our  your 

tongue." 


Excited  Young  Father:  "Quick! 

Tell  me,  is  it  a boy?" 

Nurse:  "Well,  the  one  in  the 

middle  is." 


Pipe  Smokers! 

Please  Don’t 
Believe 

all  Smoking  Tobacco 
bites  the  Tongue 


Edgeworth  Guarantees  that  Process- 
Aging  Prevents  Tongue  Bite 


Tongue  bite  is  the  bane  of  pipe 
smokers.  We  guarantee  that  Edge- 
worth  will  not  bite  the  tongue. 

The  use  of  the  finest  Burley  tobaccos 
will  not  prevent  tongue  bite.  It’s  the  pro- 
cessing that  does  it.  As  every  tobacco 
expert  knows,  pipe  tobacco  can  be  rushed 
through  the  plant  and  save  big  sums  of 
money.  It  is  pipe  tobacco,  but  it  is  not 
Edgeworth. 

Our  method  isProcess- Aging — a process 
as  vital  as  the  aging  of  old  wines.  There 
are  twelve  required  steps,  each  under  labo- 
ratory control.  It  takes  4 to  7 times  as 
long  as  might  seem  necessary.  But  in  no 
other  way  can  we  guarantee  that  Edge- 
worth  will  not  bite  the  tongue. 

We  ask  you  to  try  it  under  our  money- 
back  guarantee.  If  Edgeworth  bites  your 
tongue,  return  it  and  get  your  money 
back.  You  can’t  lose. 

Edgeworth  is  made  in  three  forms  to  suit 
the  two  types  of  pipe  smokers.  Edgeworth 
Ready  Rubbed  and  Edgeworth  Plug  Slice 
are  cool,  long-burning  tobaccos  preferred 
by  seasoned  pipe  smokers. 

Edgeworth  Jr.  is  the  same  tobacco,  also 
Process-Aged,  but  cut  for  a milder,  free- 
burning  smoke.  Both  are  guaranteed 
against  tongue  bite.  Try  one  of  them  to- 
day to  discover  new  pleasure  in  your  pipe. 


Please  accept  50e  Gold  Plated  Collar-Pin  for 
only  lOe  when  you  buy  Edgeworth.  Merely  send 
inside  white  wrapper  from  any  tin  of  Edgeworth 
with  your  name  and  address  and  lOe  to  Larus 
& Bro.  Co..  Dept.  100,  Richmond.  Va. 


EDGEWORTH^"’ 

EDGEWORTH 
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PSALM  No.  H.O 

Dr.  White  is  my  Chem  Prof.;  I shall  not  pass. 

He  maketh  me  to  do  experiments  and  balance  equations; 
he  leadeth  me  among  the  strong  acids. 

He  destroyeth  my  sense  of  smell:  he  leadeth  me  in  the 
paths  of  chemistry  for  his  name's  sake. 

Yea,  though  I walk  through  the  laboratories  of  old 
Maryland,  I shall  fear  more  evil,  for  he  is  with 
me;  his  test  tubes  and  breakers  discomfort  me. 

He  bombardeth  me  with  questions  in  the  presence  of 
mine  classmates;  he  anointeth  my  head  with  slams; 
my  eye  runneth  over. 

Surely  atoms  and  molecules  shall  follow  me  all  the  days 
of  my  life:  and  I will  dwell  in  the  Chem  lab  forever. 

— "Widow." 


She:  "Say  something  soft  and  sweet  to  me,  dearest." 

He:  "Custard  pie." 

— "Buccaneer." 


"Mother,  will  college  boys  go  to  heaven?" 
"Yes,  son,  but  they  won't  like  it!" 


"Who  was  that  woman  I saw  you  on  the  street  with 
last  night?" 

"That  wasn't  no  street." 


"If  my  dad  and  mother  knew  it. 

That  I ever  let  you  do  it. 

They  would  cause  us  both  to  rue  it," 

Said  the  maid  of  seventeen. 

"Why  this  hustle,  why  this  hurry. 

Why  this  needless  fret  and  flurry. 

There  is  narry  need  to  worry," 

Spoke  the  youth  of  careless  mien. 

"Oh,  I hope  so  very  surely," 

The  lass  then  replied  demurely, 

"That  my  shame  may  be  obscurely 
Buried  deep  in  dark  retreat; 

For  my  mommy  and  my  poppy 
From  their  graces  soon  would  drop  me 
If  they  knew  I let  you  copy 
My  examination  sheet." 

- -"Rice  Bowl." 


A girl's  greatest  asset  is  man's  imagination. 


Twice  this  month  I've  had  to  bundle 
Every  coat  that  I possess 
To  the  cleaners — won't  you  darling 
Love  me  more  and  powder  less. 


Frosh  (during  excitement  of  game):  "Well,  have  you 

got  a rabbit's  foot?" 

Grad:  "No,  I always  jump  this  way." 


According  to  the  experts,  a man  is  drunk  when  he 
feels  sophisticated  and  cannot  pronounce  it. 

— "Ranger." 


Little  Audrey  went  out  riding  one  day.  When  he 
stopped  the  car  she  laughed  and  laughed  because  she 
knew  he  was  only  her  brother. 


A sign  posted  on  an  old  Georgia  farmer's  property 
read: 

"Trespassers  will  be  persecuted  to  the  full  extent  of 
two  mongrel  dogs  which  ain't  never  been  too  sociable 
with  strangers,  and  one  dubbl  barl  shotgun  which  ain't 
loaded  with  sofa  pillows.  DAM  if  I ain't  gettin'  tired  of 
this  hell-raisin'  'round  my  place." 

— "Log." 
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"Does  she  know  much  about  cars?" 

"Naw,  she  thinks  you  cool  the  motor  by  stripping  the 
gears." 

- - "Dodo." 


One  of  those  dear  old-fashioned  gentlemen:  "May 

I kiss  your  hand?" 

She:  "Whatsa  matter,  is  my  mouth  dirty?" 

— "Dodo." 


Little  Audrey,  mad  as  hell 
Pushed  her  sister  in  the  well. 

Said  her  mother,  drawing  water, 

"Gee,  it's  hard  to  raise  a daughter." 

— "Cornell  Widow." 


"Lesh  go  home  now,  Joe." 

"I'm  afraid  t'go  home.  Wife  '11  shmell  m'  breath." 
"Hoi'  y'r  breath." 

"Can't.  Sh'  too  strong." 

- "Maroon  Bee." 


The  stork  who  brought  you  ought  to  have  been 
arrested  for  smuggling  dope! 


It's  a wise  chicken  who  knows  when  she  has  had 
enough  corn. 


He:  "Dearest,  this  is  heaven!" 

She:  "Then  keep  your  hands  still.  I'm  not  your  harp." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


Admirer:  "Do  you  like  t'  neck?" 

Kappa:  "Ch,  dear  me,  no.  I 

prefer  the  drumstick." 


"Hello!  Is  this  the  city  bridge 
department?" 

"Yes.  What  can  we  do  for  you?" 
"How  many  points  do  you  get  for  a 
little  slam?" 

— "Pelican" 


"It  was  a balmy  evening  at  the 
State  Insane  Asylum." 


"I  shouldn't  care  so  much  about 
the  bugs,  ma'am,"  said  the  pale,  thin 
lodger,  "but  the  fact  is,  I haven't 
got  the  blood  to  spare." 

— "Annapolis  Log" 


HOSPITAL— ITY 

"I  see  you  gave  that  little  chorine  a 
private  room,"  observed  the  first 
surgeon. 

Second  Doc:  "Yes,  she  was  too 

cute  for  wards." 

— "California  Pelican" 


"I  knew  your  mother.  She  was  a most  remarkable  woman." 
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KIND-HEARTED 

Outside  the  toy  animal  factory  the  storm  raged 
furiously.  Inside  the  machines  were  silent.  The  enraged 
owner  dashed  up  to  the  night  foreman.  "Why  aren't  you 
turning  out  our  usual  guota  of  toy  animals?" 

The  foreman  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  as  he 
replied,  "I  would  not  turn  out  a dog  on  a night  like  this." 


"You  certainly  were  drunk  last  night." 
"Go  on,  tell  me  something  I don't  know." 
"Sure — You're  married!" 


"What's  the  best  exercise  for  reducing?" 

"Just  move  the  head  slowly  from  right  to  left  when 
offered  a second  helping." 

— "Arizona  Kitty-Kat." 


OWED  TO  EXPERIENCE 

With  your  smoothie  last  month  I had  a date. 

It  was  swell 
Sure  I fell. 

Now  it's  hell. 

At  the  time  I thought,  "Boy,  I guess  I rate." 
But  he  only  came 
To  use  my  name 
On  his  road  to  fame. 

He  said,  "To  me  you're  a gorgeous  sight." 
Even  then  I knew 
That  wasn't  true. 

He  might  say  it  to  you. 

Against  his  chest  he  held  me  tight 
In  repose. 

But  he  knows 
First  I froze. 

He  whispered,  "I  love  you,"  against  my  cheek 
With  a sigh. 

How  could  1 
See  his  lie? 

My  resistance  became  exceedingly  weak. 

Say  1 this. 

That  first  kiss. 

Was  true  bliss. 

Long  have  I waited  for  a message  he'd  send. 
You  will  too. 

You'll  be  blue 

When  he's  through  / 

This  is  all  I can  say  at  the  end, 

"Heart — much  pained. 

' 'Nonchalance — feigned. 

' 'Experience — gained. ' ' 

But  damn  it.  I'd  like  to  get  even! 


Phi  Delt:  "So  long,  see  you  in  hell." 

Phi  Sig:  "Yeah,  you  social  climber." 


"I  saw  five  of  your  fraternity  brothers  at  the  show  last 
night." 

"Gee,  I didn't  know  you  knew  that  many." 

"I  don't.  I recognized  your  shirts." 

— "Bored  Walk." 


"Everytime  I look  at  you  I think  of  a great  man." 
"Who,  you  flatterer?" 

"Darwin." 

— "Log. 


The  doctor  was  visiting  Rastus'  wife  to  deliver  her 
twelfth  offspring.  While  riding  along  with  Rastus  he  saw 
a duck  in  the  road. 

Doctor:  "Whose  duck  is  that?" 

Rastus:  "That  ain't  no  duck.  That's  a stork  with  its 

legs  wore  off." 

— "Log." 


Things  even  up.  Shaving  costs  money,  but  you  can 
smoke  'em  an  inch  shorter  without  whiskers. 
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"Hello,  is  this  the  Fidelity  Insurance 
Company?" 

"Yes,  madam.” 

"Well,  I want  to  arrange  to  have 
my  husband's  fidelity  insured.” 


A:  "I'm  a model  and  the  artist  I 

pose  for  does  painting,  etching,  and 
sculpturing.” 

B:  "But  of  course  he  does  one 

thing  better  than  anything  else.” 

A:  "Yes — but  he's  pretty  good  at 

painting,  etching,  and  sculpturing.” 
— "Mercury.” 


BLOOP‘5 

PHARMACY 
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ANOTHER  LIMERICK 

A dentist  whose  surname  was  Moss 
Fell  in  love  with  a charming  Miss  Ross, 

But  he  held  in  abhorrence 
Her  Christian  name  Florence, 

So  he  called  her  his  dental  Floss. 

— "Yellow  lacket.” 


There  was  an  old  lady  from  Wheeling, 

Who  once  in  her  garden  was  kneeling. 

When  by  some  strange  chance 
She  got  ants  in  her  pants. 

And  invented  Virginia  reeling. 

— "Panther.” 


Vera:  "What  color  dress  are  you  going  to  wear  to  the 
Junior  Prom?” 

Edna:  "We're  supposed  to  wear  something  to  match 

our  boy-friend's  hair,  so  I'll  wear  black.” 

Vera:  "I  don't  think  I'll  go.  My  boy-friend  is  bald.” 


"We  had  a whale  of  a good  time  last  night.” 
"Well,  you  don't  have  to  blubber  about  it.” 


"Why  is  a corset  like  an  ashcart?” 

"Because  it  goes  around  gathering  up  waist.” 

— "Lyre.” 


Following  close  on  the  heels  of  Milton  came  Bunyan. 


Mary  had  a football  man 
Who  had  a tricky  toe 
And  every  where  that  Mary  went 
Her  man  was  sure  to  go. 

He  followed  her  to  class  one  day 
Though  not  against  the  rule. 

It  surely  made  them  laugh  to  see 
A football  man  in  school 


MEN  ONLY  READ  THIS 

Out  of  ninety  thousand  women  there  will  be  eighty- 
nine  thousand  nine  hundred  and  ninety-four  who  will 
read  this. — The  other  six  will  be  blind. 


Gus:  "I'll  have  you  understand  there's  good  blood  in 

my  family.” 

Bill:  "Yeah?  And  how  much  did  they  pay  for 

transfusions?” 


The  judge  was  horror  stricken.  He  gazed  at  the 
prisoner  with  all  the  contempt  in  the  world  in  his  eyes. 
"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,”  he  asked,  "that  you  murdered 
that  poor  old  woman  for  a paltry  three  dollars.” 

The  prisoner  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Well,  judge, 
you  know  how  it  is.  Three  bucks  here  and  three  bucks 
there — it  soon  mounts  up.” 


"Rice  Owl.” 
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DIRTY  WORK  AT 
THE  CRoWrOADS/ 


...then  he  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


A SOUPY  PIPE  plus  strong  tobacco 
. will  K.  O.  any  copper.  All 
motorists  should  use  pipe  cleaners  reg- 
ularly and  smoke  only  a certain  mild 
fragrant  mixture.  Like  Sir  Walter 
Raleigh?  Uli-huk.  Sir  Walter  is  a grand 
combination  of  well-aged  Kentucky 
Burley  leaf  that  burns  cool,  slow,  while 
giving  off  a delightful  aroma.  This 
easier-on-the-tongue  brand  has  be- 
come a leader  in  a few  short  years 
because  it  really  Juts  the  mildness  that 
pipe  lovers  since  Adam  have  patiently 
sought.  Test  it  in  your  briar. 


FREE  booklet  tells  bow  to  make 
your  old  pipp  taste  betier,  sweeter; 
bow  to  break  in  a new  pipe.  Write 
for  copy  today.  lirtiwn  & William- 
pon  Tobacco  Corporation,  Louis- 
ville, Kentucky,  Dept.  W-73. 


TUNE  IN  JACK  PEARL  (BARON  MUNCHAUSEN) 
NBC  BLUE  NETWORK,  MONDAYS  9:30  P.M.,  E.S.T. 


Learning  by  Lecture 


Is  not  the  way  to  learn  in  busi- 
ness. Experience  has  taught 
Marylanders  that  CHANEY’S 
GARAGE  always  gives  them 
the  best  that  can  be  obtained  for 
the  most  reasonable  rates. 

Service  and  Workmanship 

Chaney^s  Garage 

At  the  Main  Gate 


"Hey,  get  out  of  there.  That's  my 
bathtub  you  just  used." 

'T  thought  it  had  a familiar  ring 
to  it." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"My  father  made  his  mark  in  the 
world." 

"Why?  Couldn't  he  write?" 

" — Dirge." 


A middle-aged  woman  lost  her 
balance  and  fell  out  of  the  window 
into  a garbage  can.  Chinaman  pas- 
sing remarked:  "Amelicans  vely 

wasteful.  That  woman  good  for  ten 
years  yet." 

— "Jester." 


^tantarti 

Cngratimg 

Compan|> 

Q 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING  CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 


1212  19th  Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 


Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


R.  O.  T.  C.  REBELLION 

An  R.  O.  T.  C.  private  went  out  to  drill  one  day, 

The  field  was  nice  and  muddy  with  a foot  of  sticky  clay. 

And  it  quite  disturbed  this  private,  whose  name  was 
Johnny  Gray, 

But  all  he  did  was  take  his  gun  and  march. 

The  regiment  just  ploughed  along  in  all  that  mushy  stuff. 

With  guns  and  packs  and  heavy  shoes,  the  going  was 
right  tough. 

But  orders — well  the  officers  just  couldn't  give  enough. 

So  all  they  did  was  take  their  guns  and  march. 

The  water  seeped  in  Johnny's  shoes  until  his  knees  were 
wet. 

And  he  had  all  the  mud  on  him  that  he  possibly  could  get. 

So  you  can  see  that  Johnny  had  his  reasons  why  to  fret. 

But  all  he  did  was  take  his  gun  and  march. 

Finally  our  Johnny  got  as  mad  as  he  could  be, 

'T  don't  see  why  they  always  have  to  do  these  things  to 
me. 

I wish  they'd  go  to  blazes  with  their  darned  R.  O.  T.  C., 

'Cause  all  we  do  is  take  our  guns  and  march. 

'T  think  I'll  quit" — a bully  sergeant  scowled  and  leered 
his  way. 

And  with  a look  of  poison  growled,  "What  did  I hear 
you  say?" 

'T  merely  said,"  John  stuttered,  "If  you  please — er — if 
I may, 

I only  want  to  take  my  gun  and  march." 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 


SINCE  1905 


Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 


BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


UNDERWOOD 

UNIVERSAL.. 


Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 


Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 

The  Homer  Building  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

Portables 


— G.  E. 


“Why  I choose  Camels...f 


fumbia  Nctw. 


NAT’L  OPEN  GOLF  CHAM- 
PION, record -smashing 
Tony  Manero,  S3.ys:"l  hdud 

healthy  nerves  and  good 

digestion  on  my  side.  Nat- 
urallyl  would.  I’mahearty 
Camel  smoker.  Camels 
don’t  get  on  my  nerves. 
And  'For  digestion’s  sake 
— smoke  Camels’  hits  the 
ball  right  on  the  nose. 
When  I enjoy  Camels,  I 
feel  cheered  up,  enjoy  my 
food  more,  and  have  a 
feeling  of  ease.” 

TakeupCamelsyour- 
self.  Enjoy  Camel’s  cost- 
lier tobaccos  the  whole 
day  through.  At  mealtime, 
smoking  Camels  aids  di- 
gestion-speeds up  the 
flow  of  digestive  fluids — 
increases  alkalinity. 


JUNGLE  EXPLORER, 

La  wrenceT.  K.  Griswold, 
hashadthisexperience: 
"Eating  in  the  jungle  is 
no  picnic.  I like  the 
sense  of  digestive  ease 
that  smoking  Camels 
brings  me.” 


GLOBE-CIRCLING  RE- 
PORTER, ]\Viss  Dorothy 
Kilgallen.  She  carried 
Camels  on  her  record 
dash.  "I  ate  all  kinds  of 
food,”  she  says,  "but 
Camels  helped  to  keep 
my  digestion  tuned  up.” 


SIR  HUBERT  WILKINS, 

knighted  for  his  scientific 
feats  inboth  theArcticand 
Antarctic,  says:  "Where 
I've  gone.  Camels  have 
gone.  Camels  are  my 
stand-by.  I find  Camels 
add  gusto  to  my  meals.” 


INDIANAPOLIS  RACE 
VICTOR,  Lou  Meyer, 
enjoying  his  Camel 
after  winning  the 
gruelling  500-mile 
Auto  Classic.  As 
Lou  says:  "I’ll  hand 
it  to  Camels  for  set- 
ting my  digestion 
to  rights.” 


NEW  YORK  DEBUTANTE, 

Miss  Rose  Winslow,  high 
in  New  York  social  life, 
recommends  Camels  for 
mildness.  "Camels 
never  have  an  unpleas- 
ant effect  on  my  nerves 
or  my  throat,”  she  adds. 
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Camels  are  made  from 
finer,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS -Turkish 
and  Domestic  — than  any 
other  popular  brand. 
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"That’s  what  I do  — and  my  digestion 
goes  along  O,  K.,"  says  Glenn  Hardin, 
world’s  champion  hurdler 


"I’M  A GREAT  BELIEVER  in  the  way  Camels  help 
to  ease  strain  and  tension,”  says  Glenn,  one  of 
America’s  great  athletes.  "It’s  no  wonder  Camels 
are  the  favorite  cigarette  of  athletes.  Take  my  own 
case.  It  wouldn’t  do  me  much  good  to  eat  and 
not  digest  properly.  So  I smoke  Camels  with  my 
meals  and  after.  Camels  give  me  an  invigorating 
Tift.’  And  you’ll  notice,  the  same  as  I do, 
that  Camels  don’t  get  on  your  nerves.”  Camels 
set  you  right!  Choose  Camels  for  steady  smoking. 


COSTLIER 

TOBACCOS 

Camels  are  made  from  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS 
...Turkish  and  Domestic... 
than  any  other  popular  brand 


A feeling  of  well-being  comes  after  a good 
meal. ..and  plenty  of  Camels 

For  that  luxurious  feeling  of  ease  so  worth-while  at  meal- 
time-light up  a Camel.  Fatigue  and  irritability  begin  to 
fade  away.  The  flow  of  digestive  fluids — alkaline  digestive 
fluids  — speeds  up.  You  get  in  the  right  mood  to  enjoy  eat- 
ing. Camels  at  mealtime  and  afterwards  help  to  keep  diges- 
tion on  its  proper  course.  You’ll  welcome  Camels  between 
meals  too!  They  are  milder  — better  for  steady  smoking. 


MRS.  ANTHONY  J.  DREXEl 
3rd,  of  the  famous  Phila- 
delphia family,  has  won 
international  recognition 
for  her  charm  and  grace 
as  a hostess.  "Camels  are 
a bright  spot  in  my  enter- 
taining,” she  says.  "I  think 
a meal  is  not  complete 
w ithout  them.  And  Camels 
are  so  mild — so  gentle  on 
my  throat  that  I smoke 
as  many  as  I like.  They 
never  get  on  my  nerves.” 


Copyrigfht,  1937,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  ('ompany,  Winston-Salem,  North  Carolii 
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DEDICATION 

To  all  those  young  hopefuls  who  soon  will  cast 
their  lot  into  fortune’s  grab-bag;  to  all  those 
tired,  disillusioned  office-holders  who  soon 
will  retire  into  convalescent  oblivion ; to  those 
who  run  and  win ; to  those  who  run  and  lose ; 
but  most  of  all  to  that  select  little  minority 
who  each  year  never  does  anything  but  vote, 
THE  OLD  LINE  respectfully  dedicates  its 

POLITICAL  ISSUE 


THE  OLD  LINE 


MAN  S PIPE 
BITES^DOG/ 


THAT’S  news,  all  right  — and  a 
dirty  trick  on  Fido!  Pipes  need  a 
good  Spring  cleaning  now  and  then 
to  cure  their  bite.  And  lor  your 
throat’s  sake — il  not  lor  Fido — try 
switching  Irom  your  old  hot-and- 
heavy  brand  ol  pipe  tobacco  to  mild 
Sir  Walter  Ral  eigh.  It  is  milder.  That’s 
no  idle  boast — it’s  a cool-burning, 
Iragrant-smelling,  Kentucky  Burley 
fiict!  lor  two  lull  ounces  buys 
you  and  Fido  a million  dollars’  worth 
ol  line,  lull-flavored  smoke  aroma  I 


SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 


SmokingTobacco 

PIPEahoCIG^ARETTES 


UNION 

MADC 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a rocont 
Sur  vey  hy  Self-Help  bureaus  of  2.5  representative 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Kaleigh 
first  or  secoiul  out  of  GG  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a majurit'j  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN  JACK  PEARL  (BARON  MUNCHAUSEN) 
NBC  BLUE  NETWORK,  FRIDAYS  10  P.  M.,  E.  S.  T. 


"Darling,  your  coat's  caught  in  the  door." 


''I've  never  seen  anyone  like 
these  frosh." 

''Judas  Priest,  no  one  ever  pretends 
to  like  them." 


"I  thought  that  you  said  that 
you'd  call  your  mother  if  I kissed 
you." 

"That  one  ain't  even  worth  telling 
her  about." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


Helen:  "I  caught  my  boy  friend 

flirting." 

Ruth:  "Yes,  that  is  the  way  that 

I caught  mine,  too." 


Kissing  a girl  because  she  lets 
you  is  like  scratching  a place  that 
doesn't  itch. 


A portrait  is  something  which 
looks  like  you,  and  if  it  doesn't 
it's  good. 


"How  do  you  keep  your  roommate 
from  reading  your  mail?" 

"Nothing  to  it;  I just  stick  the 
letters  in  his  books." 


"Honey,"  she  asked,  "you  don't 
mind  if  I wear  serge  instead  of 
georgette,  do  you?" 

"No,  Darling,"  he  answered,  "I'll 
love  you  through  thick  or  thin!" 


Frosh  (bumping  into  gray-haired 
man  on  campus):  "Say,  where  d'ya 

think  you're  going?" 

Man:  "Listen,  I guess  you  don't 

know  who  I am.  I'm  the  assistant 
football  coach." 

Frosh:  "Pardon  me,  I thought  you 

were  the  Dean." 


Barber:  "What's  the  matter?  Ain't 

the  razor  takin'  holt?" 

Victim:  "Yeah,  it's  taking  holt 

all  right,  but  it  ain't  lettin'  go  again." 
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Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  be.st  laugh-maker.  .Vn  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  a.s.sortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  be.st  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors'  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wi.secrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sw’eet  prize  with  it. 

This  month's  u'inner  is 
ENOS  RAY 

Who  suggests  that  the  one  song  on  everyone's 
lips  this  season  is  “This  year's  Kappa  Kisses." 
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ARE  YOU  A POLITICIAN? 


This  questionnaire  Is  designed  to 
aid  the  S.G.A.  In  discovering 
potential  political  genius.  Perhaps 
you  too  can  be  a Birmingham,  a 
Lombardo,  or  a Patterson! 

Check  the  answers  which  you 
would  give  to  the  following  questions. 
Mall  to  the  Student  Center  with  one 
Diamondback  editorial.  (Any  one 
will  do.  They  all  say  the  same 
thing  anyhow.)  In  case  of  duplicate 
prizes,  a tie  will  be  awarded.  Em- 
ployees of  the  janitor's  staff  at  the 
Center  are  not  eligible,  and  the 
judges'  decision  will  probably  be  to 
spend  the  night  at  the  bowling 
alley. 

1.  I look  the  part  because: 

a.  I wear  a four-In-hand  tie  and 
congress  shoes. 

b.  I have  been  wall-eyed  since 
birth. 

c.  You  ought  to  see  the  snapshot 
my  mother  has  of  me  at  four 
years  In  a sailor  suit. 


2.  I would  be  a good  back-slapper 
because: 

a.  I used  to  work  In  a Turkish  bath. 

b.  I've  been  practicing  on  myself. 

c.  People  with  sunburns  fascinate 
me. 

3.  I could  be  sure  of  a large  backing 
because: 

a.  My  fraternity  brothers  like  me 
better  than  anyone  In  any  other 
fraternity. 

b.  I have  three  sisters  and  two 
sons  at  the  University. 

c.  As  apprentice  for  a taxidermist 
I learned  to  stuff  ballot  boxes. 

4.  I am  well  known  on  campus 
because: 

a.  I ride  a high  wheeled  bike. 

b.  I yell  out  funny  remarks  at  all 
the  dames. 

c.  I eat  garlic  at  every  meal. 

5.  I could  handle  my  platform  excel- 
lently because: 

a.  I have  never  yet  kept  a promise. 

b.  I have  memorized  the  standard 
planks. 

c.  My  father  Is  a carpenter. 


6.  The  coeds  would  support  me 
because: 

a.  I was  voted  "ladles'  man''. 
Class  of  '35,  Salisbury  High. 

b.  I am  heir  to  the  Beltsville 
Incorporated  Poultry  Owners' 
Association  millions. 

c.  I divide  my  entertainment  be- 
tween sororities,  spending  a 
nickel  here  and  a nickel  there, 
and  keeping  them  all  buffaloed. 

7.  I am  star  pupil  In  all  my  classes 
because: 

a.  I've  been  In  the  same  courses 
seven  years. 

b.  I used  to  work  for  the  Quiet 
May  Co.  and  can  burn  the 
midnight  oil. 

c.  The  head  of  the  department 
owes  my  father  eleven  dollars 
for  a ton  of  coal. 

8.  I am  answering  this  because: 

a.  I have  to  do  something  during 
history  lecture. 

b.  I want  to  sharpen  the  point  of 
my  pencil. 

c.  It's  too  light  to  do  anything  else. 

- By  B.  St.  C. 
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"What  d'ye  mean  by  sending  me  that  bum?”  de- 
manded the  Irate  employer  of  the  employment  bureau 
clerk.  "He  talks  like  a convict,  drinks  all  the  fuel  for 
the  Diesel  engines,  he's  crazy  with  his  singing,  and — ” 

"Well,  didn't  you  ask  for  an  experienced  college 
graduate?” 


God  made  women, 

He  made  'em  pretty  steady. 

But  why  In  hell 

Didn't  he  give  'em  bodies  by  Petty! 


"Mother,  I can't  eat  this  cake.” 

"Then  give  It  to  the  dog.” 

"He  won't  eat  It.” 

"Then  put  It  on  this  plate  here  for  your  father.” 


Modern  Fern:  "Granny,  why  do  you  knit  so?” 

Modern  Grandma:  "Oh,  just  for  the  hell  of  It.” 


"I'm  trying  to  break  myself  of  talking  to  myself.” 
"How?” 

"I  ask  myself  questions,  then  refuse  to  answer  them.” 
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By  Pyke  Johnson 


TN  this,  the  Political  issue  of  "The 
X Old  Line”,  we  wish  to  pay  tribute 
to  the  Executive  Council  for  a very 
courageous  and  far-sighted  action. 
We  refer,  of  course,  to  the  recent 
raising  of  the  scholastic  standards  for 
those  who  are  holding  or  who  intend 
to  hold  campus  offices.  This  school 
has  for  a long  time  been  activity-mad. 
Class  and  student  government  offices, 
publications,  and  athletics  have  been 
much  over-emphasised  in  the  past. 
As  a result,  far  too  many  of  the  so- 
called  campus  leaders  have  been 
five  and  six  year  men.  The  value  of 
an  extra-curricular  education  is  un- 
deniable, but  it  should  not  be  obtain- 
ed at  the  expense  of  the  classroom 
education,  which  is  also  not  without 
certain  value. 

The  first  step  has  been  taken. 
We  only  hope  now  that  the  Executive 
Council  will  stick  by  its  guns,  and 
not  lower  its  standards  for  the  benefit 
of  backsliders  in  the  present  junior 
and  sophomore  classes.  A strict 
adherence  to  the  new  liberal  set 
of  standards  may  work  a hardship 
on  some  of  this  year's  candidates 
for  office,  but  the  fault  lies  only  with 
the  candidates  themselves.  Certain- 
ly, those  who  do  not  have  an  all-time 
'C'  average  or  a 'C'  average  for 
the  present  semester  do  not  deserve 
to  hold  office  of  any  kind.  By 
raising  scholastic  standards,  the  re- 
tiring officers  of  the  Student  Govern- 
ment have  done  more  to  make  of 
this  college  a real  University  than 
any  similar  group  in  past  years. 


No  praise  can  be  too  high  for  them. 
And  they  must  not  cheapen  the 
significance  of  their  action  by  leav- 
ing any  loop-holes  for  any  of  this 
year's  candidates  whose  marks  do 
not  reach  the  new  standard. 

• BELL 

Candidates  for  the  Presidency  of 
the  Student  Government  Association 
have  long  overlooked  several  real 
vote-getting  planks  in  making  out 
their  platforms.  To  future  candi- 
dates, therefore,  we  make  the  follow- 
ing suggestions:  there  should  be 
backs  for  seats  in  the  Coliseum  and 
benches  for  crepuscular  strollers 
about  the  campus.  There  should  be 
more  romantic  uniforms  for  the 
R.O.T.C.,  and  cushioned  window- 
ledges  for  the  Engineers.  The  ash- 
cans  should  be  returned  to  the 
basement  of  the  Library;  and  there 
should  be  an  8:20  taxi  service  for 
those  living  in  fraternity  and  sorority 
houses.  All  of  these  improvements 
have  been  long  lacking,  and  would 
win  favor  for  any  candidate  who 
included  them  in  his  platform.  But 
there  is  one  other  improvement 
even  more  needed  than  any  of  the 
above.  The  S.G.A.  President  who 
could  bring  this  about  would  go 
down  in  school  history  as  the  greatest 
of  his  kind.  There  should  be  a 
central  bell  tower,  the  bell  in  which 
would  be  rung  every  evening 
promptly  at  12:40.  On  week  nights 
it  would  also  be  rung  at  10:10  and 


on  Sundays  at  10:40.  The  installa- 
tion of  such  a bell  would  save  in- 
numerable coeds  from  being  cam- 
pused  for  that  extra  minute's  dalli- 
ance in  front  of  dorm  or  sorority 
house;  and  the  promise  of  such  a 
bell  would  win  a candidate  votes 
from  every  able-bodied  man  and 
woman  on  the  campus. 

• BASKETBALL 

One  of  the  better  known  and 
more  mechanically-minded  of  the 
campus  athletes,  whose  modesty  com- 
pells  us  to  withhold  his  name  recently 
devised  an  automatic  basketball  de- 
fense system,  known  as  the  Shipley 
Electric  Defence  System.  The  mech- 
anism, simple  in  the  extreme,  con- 
sisted merely  of  three  buttons  to  be 
installed  on  the  coach's  bench  in 
the  Coliseum.  Button  number  one 
was  labelled  "Zone  Defense.” 
Number  two  was  labelled  "Man 
to  Man  Defense.”  Above  number 
three  were  the  words  "Shipley  De- 
fense Number  One,”  with  the  addi- 
tional instructions  below,  "To  Be 
Used  Only  When  Numbers  One  and 
Two  Are  Working.”  This  system 
was  actually  set  up  some  time  after 
All-University  Night,  and  a credulous 
Washington  sports  writer  who 
chanced  to  see  it,  actually  started 
to  write  a story  on  it,  before  the 
obviously  imaginative  character  of 
the  device  was  carefully  pointed 
out  to  him  by  its  inventor. 

(Continued  on  page  21) 
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"Yeh,  she  was  left  over  from  houseparty." 


Smith:  "Quite  a few  of  our  graduates  are  now 

working  girls." 

Vassar:  "Well,  quite  a few  of  ours  are  working  men." 

— "Owl." 


She:  "Do  you  know  the  things  they've  been  saying 

about  me?" 

He:  "Whaddaya  think  I'm  here  for?" 

— "Froth." 


For  inventors  of  the  exit  door  we've  long  since 
stopped  our  grieving. 

They  made  a million  bucks  or  more  on  their  design 
for  leaving. 


"I  love  travelling,"  she  said,  running  a red  light  at 
seventy  m.  p.  h.  "One  does  run  into  the  nicest  people!" 


INVENTORY 

The  army  post  was  being  evacuated  and  one  of  the 
quartermaster's  assistants  was  detailed  to  make  an 
inventory  of  the  furnishings  and  equipment  of  the 
commanding  officer's  offices.  After  telling  him  what 
to  do,  the  big  gun  left  him  to  his  resources.  They  found 
a little  later  something  like  this: 

Desk,  mahogany,  one 

Chairs,  mahogany,  three 

Rug,  brown,  one 

Decanters  whiskey,  full,  three. 

Decanters  whiskey,  full,  two 

Telephones,  green,  seven 

Decanters  whickey,  full,  none 

Threr  resgs  and  if  yoi  dont  beleve  me  coubt  them 

. . fibe  hundrethiusand  ephelanys,  green,  blue, 
purple  . . 

OnE  pink  bisom,  laRge  BLue  sopysts 

ReLVOVniNg  dOOr  mat,  oneone  whEEEeEeE 
pHwAaaaa. 

— "Widow." 


"Sh-h-h,  the  very  walls  have  ears." 
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TOM 

By  Christine  Kempton 


Tom  sat  up  very  stiffly  in  the  rovz-boat  -while  we 
drifted  downstream  for  a while.  I tried  to  look 
alluring  among  the  prickly,  brown  waterproof  cushions 
in  the  stern.  I sort  of  threw  my  head  back  and  trailed 
my  hand  in  the  water,  and  made  some  remark  about 
the  moon,  but  Tom  still  sat  stiffly. 

After  a while  he  began  to  row  again,  silently  and 
sort  of  timidly  as  if  he  were  wondering  if  perhaps  he 
had  better  row  at  that  moment.  When  I glanced  away, 
I felt  him  looking  at  me,  but  when  I'd  try  to  catch  his 
eye  and  smile,  after  the  ap- 
proved fashion,  he'd  look  out 
over  the  water  and  sguint  (C 

his  eyes  as  if  he  saw  some- 
thing at  a distance. 

It  was  all  rather  disconcert- 
ing, because  I wasn't  used 
to  men  like  that,  and  I never 
thought  that  a handsome  thing 
like  Tom  was  ever  like  that. 

So  I began  to  hum  a little. 

After  a while  I decided  to 
try  conversation. 

"Are  we  going  anywhere 
in  particular?"  I asked  gently. 

"Thought  we'd  push  down- 
stream a little  more,"  he  said. 

"Are  you  tired  of  rowing?" 

I asked  again. 

"Nothing  to  this,"  he  replied. 

"I  wonder  how  far  from  the  house  we  are  now?" 
"From  my  house,  about  a mile.  From  yours,  about 
a mile  and  a half,  I guess,"  he  said.  "No — well,  just 
about  a mile  and  a half." 

"Oh,"  I said. 

We  were  silent  again,  and  I closed  my  eyes  and 
listened  to  the  oars  swishing  in  the  water,  and  tried 
to  think  of  Kenny  and  Martin  and  Mr.  Fellows,  and 
what  smoothies  they  were,  and  how  they  would  be 
in  a situation  like  this.  And  then  I'd  open  my  eyes 
again,  and  see  the  silhouette  of  Tom,  sitting  straight 
on  the  seat,  rowing  us  very  smoothly  and  politely  down 
the  stream. 

Even  Tom's  silhouette  was  handsome.  He  was 
much  better  looking  than  Kenny  or  Martin  or  Mr. 
Fellows.  I was  quite  thrilled  when  he  asked  me  for 
a date.  It  is  always  so  boring  to  have  to  go  to  a summer 
cottage  down  on  the  river,  particularly  when  you  don't 
know  anybody  but  your  own  family — and  the  other 
people  around  are  always  such  mugs,  anyhow.  So 


the  idea  of  just  all  of  a sudden  having  this  handsome 
Tom  person  ask  me  to  go  rowing  with  him  was  quite 
exciting. 

It  was  getting  darker,  and  I still  had  a little  hope 
for  him.  I decided  that  all  these  fellows  who  live  in 
isolated  spots  like  summer  resorts,  all  winter  long, 
must  be  pretty  shy,  like  deer  and  rabbits.  Maybe 
this  was  his  idea  of  a big  time,  anyhow. 

"Are  we  stopping?" 

"Thought  we'd  pull  in  towards  shore  a little." 

"Oh."  So  I was  mistaken. 
Maybe  he  would  decide  to 
hold  my  hand. 

I felt  the  boat  scrape  bot- 
tom, and  Tom  got  out,  the 
water  splashing  around  his 
boot  tops.  He  pulled  the 
boat  in  towards  shore. 

"There's  a pretty  view  from 
the  hill  up  there,"  he  said. 
"You  can  see  the  city  lights, 
if  it's  clear  enough." 

"How  nice,"  I said.  He 
helped  me  out,  a little  clumsily. 

"You  follow  me,"  he  said, 
"and  be  careful  of  the  stones 
and  brush." 

Awfully  sweet  of  him  to 
lead  the  way.  I pushed  little  trees  aside — it  was 
tangled  and  rough — and  I tried  to  make  it  look  as  if  I 
would  trip  and  fall  any  minute,  but  he  never  looked 
back  at  me. 

"Hey,  wait  a sec,  Tom,"  I asked,  "I'm  sort  of  out  of 
breath."  We  were  climbing  a hill. 

"I  didn't  mean  to  walk  fast."  He  waited  for  me,  and 
then  kept  on  walking,  a little  slower,  ahead. 

"How  far  are  we  from  the  top?" 

"About  a hundred  yards,"  he  said.  "It's  almost 
exactly  a hundred  yards  from  that  big  oak,"  he  added. 

"Did  you  measure  it?"  I asked,  trying  feebly  to  be 
silly. 

"Yes,"  he  answered.  "I  paced  it  off  once." 

I didn't  even  say  "oh."  He  kind  of  stopped  me  with 
that  one.  In  the  dark,  I couldn't  help  smiling  to  myself, 
at  the  thought  of  that  big,  handsome  lummox  off  by 
himself  one  day,  seriously  pacing  the  distance  from 
the  oak  tree  to  the  top  of  the  hill. 

Pretty  soon,  I began  to  be  just  a little  irritated.  I 
remembered  the  new  movie  magazine  I had  just  bought 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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PROBLEM 

"When  I was  a baby,  I was  left  an  orphan." 

"What  did  you  do  with  it?” 

"You  know  there's  something  about  you  that  I like." 
"Not  really — well,  try  and  get  it." 


Her:  "For  goodness  sake,  use  two  hands." 

He:  "Can't;  I gotta  drive  with  one." 


"Where' ve  ya  been  for  the  last  two  hours?” 
"Talking  to  the  girl  at  the  cigar  counter." 
"What  did  she  say?" 

"No." 


The  roadster  skidded  around  the  corner,  jumped 
into  the  air,  knocked  down  a lamp  post,  smacked 
three  cars,  ran  against  a stone  fence,  and  then  stopped. 
A girl  climbed  out  of  the  wreck.  "Darling,"  she  ex- 
claimed, "that's  what  I call  a kiss." 


Little  Miss  Muffet  decided  to  rough  it 
In  a cabin  quite  old  and  medieval. 

A rounder  espied  her  and  plied  her  with  cider 
And  now  she's  the  forest's  prime  evil. 


He  (asking  a riddle):  "Why  is  it  you  have  so  many 

friends?" 

She:  "I  give  up." 


"Touche." 
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THE  EXECUTIVE  COUNCIL 

(Being  a verbatim  transcript  o£  the  proceedings 
of  the  last  meeting  of  the  executive  council  as 
taken  down  by  the  OLD  LINE  stenographer.) 


The  scene  is  the  board  room  in  the  Library.  The 
members  of  the  council  are  seated  around  the  table 
in  expectant  attitudes,  - except  HEADLEY,  who  is 
slowly  and  laboriously  translating  the  Diamondback 
into  English  and  BARNSLEY  who  is  knitting  a black 
and  gold  pullover  sweater.  During  the  proceedings 
WALDMAN  is  engaged  in  taking  down  the  minutes 
of  the  meeting. 

As  the  curtain  opens  BIRMINGHAM  is  seen  shadow- 
boxing.  Suddenly  LOMBARDO  reaches  over  and 
strikes  a gong.  BIRMINGHAM  sits,  rises,  sits,  rises, 
starts  to  sit,  and  half-way  down  pauses  abruptly.  He 
speaks. 

BIRMINGHAM:  The  meeting  will  now  come  to 

order.  Is  there  any  new  business. 

SCHUH:  Yes,  I move  we  adjourn. 

ALL:  Second  the  motion. 

BIRMINGHAM:  The  motion  is  out  of  order. 

(HEADLEY  looks  disappointed,  leans  his  head  on 
the  table  and  goes  to  sleep.) 

BIRMINGHAM:  We  will  now  have  committee 

reports.  How  about  the  committee  appointed  to  keep 
ODK  off  the  grass. 

LANKEORD:  The  committee  has  investigated  and 

found  that  there  is  no  Truitt  to  the  report  that  the  blue 
crab  has  been  completely  exterminated. 

(HEADLEY  sighs  deeply  in  his  sleep.) 
BIRMINGHAM:  Good.  We  will  now  proceed  to  a 

discussion  of  the  question  of  marks. 

WALTON:  (Disgustedly)  Is  this  going  to  turn  into  a 

political  science  class? 

HILL:  (Aside,  to  WALTON)  He  didn't  mean  the 

Marx  Brothers.  He  meant  class  grades. 

WALTON:  Oh,  that's  grade. 

(HEADLEY  writhes  in  his  sleep.) 

BARNSLEY:  I think  that  every  one  who  is  holding 

office,  or  running  for  office,  or  thinking  about  running 
for  office,  or  who  isn't  thinking  about  running  for  office 
ought  to  have  his  marks.  They  aren't  so  hard  to  make. 
Ever  since  the  time  of  that  great  founder  of  our  sorority, 
Cleopatra,  we  Kappas  have  always  made  our  Marks. 

(KREITER  and  SCHUH  nod  agreement  and  take 
their  latest  report  cards  out  of  their  compacts  and  pass 
them  around  the  table.) 

VOICE:  (from  under  table)  Let  me  see  it  too. 

HEADLEY:  (laconically,  as  he  raises  his  head) 

That's  Vaiden.  (goes  back  to  sleep). 


HOBBS:  (loudly)  What's  she  under  the  table  for? 

I say  what's  she  doing  under  the  table? 

LODGE:  Ain't.  I move  we  get  the  dictionary  for 

Vaiden  to  sit  on  so  she  can  see  over  the  table. 

BIRMINGHAM:  Allthoseinfavorsayaye.  PASSED, 

(shadow  boxes  briefly  and  sits) 

GUCKEYSON:  I move  we  do  something  for  the 

athletes.  Us  guys  don't  never  have  any  fun.  I move  we 
send  athletes  to  all  the  conventions,  especially  the 
Press  Convention  in  New  Orleans.  Also  I move  we 
have  the  Press  Convention  in  Sacramento,  (long  pause) 
In  California,  (smiles  smugly  and  sits) 

BIRMINGHAM:  I been  to  Sacramento.  The  motion 
is  out  of  order. 

PATTERSON:  I move  we  appropriate  money  to 

build  ballrooms  with  marble  floors  for  all  the  fraternity 
houses. 

SCHARF:  (who  has  been  staring  moodily  out  of 

the  window  murmuring,  "Ain't  love  beautiful?'')  And 
the  KA  house. 

(BYRD  enters) 

BYRD:  (timidly)  I wonder  if  you  could  sort  of  maybe 

hurry  up.  The  Board  of  Regents  has  been  waiting  out- 
side for  two  weeks  to  have  a meeting  in  here,  (exits 
hastily) 

HEADLEY:  (mutters  in  sleep)  I move  we  abolish  the 

Board  of  Regents. 

WALDMAN:  Could  you  repeat  that  slowly  please, 

(plaintively)  I wish  you  folks  who  make  these  long 
motions  would  write  them  out  and  hand  them  to  me. 

LANKFORD:  (walks  over  to  keg  which  has  been 

sitting  in  corner.  Complainingly)  The  beer's  all  gone. 

HILL:  (Bursting  into  song)  It  was  only  an  old  beer 

bottle  tum-detum-de-dum. 

(At  this  moment  the  BOARD  of  REGENTS  rushes 
in  headed  by  SKINNER.) 

BIRMINGHAM:  (excitedly,  as  he  feels  the  animal 

rising  in  him)  Let  'em  have  it,  gang!  Wait  for  the  bell! 

(MEN'S  LEAGUE  enters  left  and  lines  up  behind 
LOMBARDO.  DIAMONDBACK  STAFF  enters  and 
rallies  round  HUMELSINE.  MUNCKS  enters  and 
starts  promenading  along  rear  wall  with  VAIDEN. 
At  given  signal  all  pick  up  chairs,  ink  bottles,  etc., 
and  commence  throwing  them.  The  lights  dim  and 
the  scene  is  hidden  by  a slow 
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TO  OUR  MOST  DISTINGUISHED  CONTEMPORARY 

Last  month  THE  OLD  LINE  published  an  article  by  Ruth  Kreiter  in  which  an  attempt  was  made  to  pierce  the  veil  of 
mystery  enshrouding  the  sacred  precincts  of  the  U.  S.  Naval  Academy.  That  article  aroused  a storm  of  controversy, 
the  like  of  which  has  never  been  known  in  the  history  of  the  magazine.  Congratulations,  maledictions,  insinuations 
were  received  by  its  writer.  THE  NAVY  LOG  reprinted  the  article  in  full,  commenting  on  it  in  such  fashion  as  to 
indicate  that  the  spirit  in  which  the  article  was  written  was  completely  misunderstood  by  the  LOG  editors.  But  at 
least  one  honest  Midihipman,  C.  H.  Morrison,  wrote  us  agreeing  with  the  substance  of  the  article,  commenting  on 
its  obvious  “exaggeration  for  effect,”  refuting  a few  of  its  more  extravagant  statements.  To  him  in  gratitude,  and  to 
States  M.  Mead,  LOG  editor,  in  explanation,  we  dedicate  the  following  article,  which  should  have,  but  which  did  not 
appear  in  THE  NAVY  LOG. 


I DON’T  LIKE  TO  DATE  MARYLAND  COEDS 

(being  an  expose  of  the  Old  Maryland  Game) 

Salisbury  and  Hagerstown  papers  please  copy 


I DON'T  like  to  date  Maryland  coeds.  Their  forced 
cuteness,  their  cerebral  vacuity,  their  utter  internal 
and  external  artificiality  may  go  over  big  at  home  in 
Cumberland,  Princess  Anne,  Baltimore,  or  any  of  the 
other  small-time  towns  in  this  state;  but  to  me,  here 
and  now  in  College  Park,  they  are  just  a pain  in  the 
neck. 

My  standards  for  women  aren't  high.  Lord  knows. 
I've  been  here  at  College  Park  just  long  enough  to 
know  that  the  less  you  expect  of  the  women  here, 
the  more  apt  you  are  to  be  satisfied.  But  I do  like  a 
woman  who  knows  a little  of  what  is  going  on  in  this 
giddy  little  globe  of  ours.  Campus  dirt  is  interesting 
enough,  but  who  wants  to  spend  an  entire  evening 
discussing  who  is  wearing  whose  pin,  and  how,  and 
why.  After  all,  the  Diamondback  Sweepings  depart- 
ment covers  that  subject  pretty  thoroughly.  I want 
a girl  whose  knowledge  of  the  current  worth  while 
theater  and  cinema  offerings  is  great  enough  for  her 
not  to  believe  that  Winterset  is  an  amateur  ski  tourna- 
ment; a girl  who  doesn't  think  that  Lily  Pons  is  a place 
where  they  grow  flowers  and  who  knows  that  there 
are  some  other  great  American  writers  besides  Lloyd 
C.  Douglas  and  Edgar  Guest.  If  there  is  such  a girl 
on  this  campus,  she  must  be  lost  somewhere  in  the  vast 
reaches  of  the  third  floor  of  Margaret  Brent.  Certainly, 
I've  never  heard  of  any  fellow  on  the  campus  discovering 
a local  coed  who  meets  even  these  most  fundamental 
requirements. 

There  are  approximately  two  boys  for  every  girl  on 
the  Maryland  campus.  And  it  is  the  coeds'  knowledge 
of  this  fact  that  has  served  to  make  them  forget  even 
the  most  elemental  essentials  of  common  courtesy. 
The  girl  who  doesn't  make  her  date  wait  at  least  fifteen 
minutes  is  frowned  upon  by  her  sisters  just  as  much 
as  is  the  thoughtless  engineer  who  dares  to  wear  a 
necktie  on  the  campus.  And  for  a coed  to  thank  the 
fellow  who  opens  a door  for  her  is  as  unheard  of  as 


for  the  Diamondback  to  print  a news  item.  It  just 
isn't  done. 

The  Maryland  coed's  chief  object  in  life  is  to  get 
and  keep  as  many  fellows  as  possible  on  the  end  of 
her  highly  colored  line.  To  accomplish  this  end  she 
cares  not  what  means  she  employs.  She  cheerfully 
cuts  her  sorority  sister's  throat,  breaks  her  dates  as 
easily  as  she  makes  them,  and  willingly  deserts  her 
escort  the  moment  the  opportunity  presents  itself. 
She  hands  the  same  line  to  five  different  men  on  as 
many  nights,  and  when  reproached,  feigns  injured 
innocence.  Then  she  wonders  why  the  majority  of 
Maryland  seniors  either  date  off-campus  girls  or  do 
not  go  out  at  all. 

The  remarks  made  thus  far  apply  to  all  the  girls 
on  the  campus,  but  there  is  one  specimen  of  coed  here 
that  is  particularly  pernicious.  We  refer,  of  course,  to 
the  sorority  girl.  The  sororities  here  run  to  type, 
and  when  you  have  dated  one  girl  in  a club,  you  have 
dated  all  the  girls  in  that  club.  The  Alpha  Xi  is  hail- 
fellow-well-met  and  tries  to  be  "one  of  the  boys." 
The  AOPi  is  the  clinging  vine  who  gets  her  man  by 
affecting  an  overwhelming  ignorance  (a  job  which  is 
none  too  difficult.)  The  Tri-Delt  is  just  too,  too  cute 
and  kittenish;  and  the  KD  is  the  home  town  girl  all 
alone  in  the  big  city.  The  Kappa  is  the  pseudo-sophis- 
ticate who  has  been  everywhere  and  done  everything, 
and  who  tolerates  college  men  only  as  long  as  they  have 
money  enough  to  take  her  away  from  the  confining 
influences  of  the  campus.  Not  one  of  any  of  the  girls 
in  any  of  these  groups  is  natural;  and  very  few  of  them 
can  even  act  the  very  simple  parts  they  try  to  play. 

And  so  I say,  let  the  Midshipmen  have  the  Maryland 
coeds.  Personally,  I'll  take  the  Washington  and 
Baltimore  high  school  girls  any  time.  Their  exquisite 
numbness  is  at  least  unaffected  and  unpolished.  And 
incidentally.  I'm  hoping  to  visit  Annapolis  one  of  these 
days.  I'd  like  to  meet  some  of  the  girls  there. 


AIR-COOLED  PIPE 


A PIPE  12  FEET  6 INCHES 
LONG  ? GO  ON  JUDGE - 
STOP  KIDDING  ME  - 
THERE  ain't  NO 
SIGH  ANIMAL' 


OH,  VES  THERE  IS.  I 
HAVE  IT  RlGMT  HERE 
IN  MY  COLLECTION 


WELL,  SEEING  IS 
BELIEVING.  I'LL 
BET  IT  COMES 
FROM  AFRICA 
OR  SOME  SUCH 
PLACE .' 


NOPE  - FROM  conservative 
OLD  ENGLAND  - AND  WHAT'S 
MORE,  IT'S  MADE  OF 


SEE,  THE  STEM  IS  CURVED  AND  INTERTWINED  IN  AN  INTRICATE  PATTERN.  STRETCHED 
OUT  STRAIGHT,  IT  WOULD  MEASURE  TWELVE  AND  A HALF  FEET  ITS  PURPOSE 
WAS  TO  COOL  THE  SMOKE  AND  SAVE  THE  SMOKERS  TONGUE  FROM"8lTE '' 


WELL,  IT'S  certainly 

THE  LONG  WAV 
AROUND  TO  COOL 
'BiTELESS'  SMOKING 
HERE'S  the  shortest 
WAV  I KNOW- 
PRINCE 
ALBERT 


-FIRST  FOR  INTRODUCING  THE  SCIENTIFIC 
XRIMP  CUT'AND  AGAIN  FOR  DEVELOPING 
COME  TO  THINK  NO -BITE  PROCESS 

OF  IT  RA.  STANDS  FOR  THE  PERFECT 


FRINCE  ALBERT 
MONEY- BACK  GUARANTEE ! 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert. 
If  you  don’t  find  it  the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe 
tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the  pocket 
tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us 
at  any  time  within  a month  from  this  date, 
and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price,  plus 
postage.  (Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina. 

Copyright,  1U37,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 
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"You  haven't  got  my  vote — yet." 


A;  "That  gal  in  green  is  sure  a honey." 

B:  "Yea,  everybody's  nectar." 

— "Tiger." 

Among  those  who  will  not  complete  the  course  in 
English  History  is  Oliver  Pipp  '40,  who,  when  asked 
to  name  an  Elizabethan  sea  dog,  replied  "water 
spaniel". 

She;  "What  did  you  say  when  he  asked  you  to  do 
a fan  dance?" 

Her;  "I  said  I'd  be  clad  to." 


Blotto;  "Thisha  Press  Club?" 

Stooge;  "Yes." 

Blotto;  "Here'sh  my  troushersh.  Have'm  ready  to- 


The  correct  prom  attire  is  an  R.  O.  T.  C.  Artillery 
uniform  since  they  have  no  cuffs  for  your  girl  to  catch 
her  heels  in.  A tux  may  also  be  worn  as  it  has  no 
cuffs  too. 


Prof;  "Will  you  please  stop  exchanging  notes  in 
the  back  of  the  room?" 

Stewdent;  "Them  ain't  notes.  Them's  dollar 
bills.  We're  shooting  crap." 

Prof;  "Oh,  pardon  me." 

Artist;  "I'll  sell  you  that  picture  for  fifty  dollars." 

Playboy;  "No,  you  won't.  But  I'll  give  you  ten  for 
the  address  of  the  model." 


"We  oughtn't  to  get  drunk  tonite;  we've  been  plas- 
tered five  nites  already  this  week." 

"Whatta'  ya'  mean,  five?  It's  only  four." 

"I  was  countin'  tonite." 

"I'm  worried  about  my  husbands  eyesight,"  said 
Mrs.  Barker.  "Only  yesterday  he  mistook  the  nurse- 
maid for  me." 

"How  strange,  my  dear,"  commented  Mrs.  Jones. 
"And  she's  such  a pretty  girl  too." 


Swingtime  in  the  Rockies. 


morrow. 
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And  what's  more  he  says  he  stands  for  clean  living." 


NET  PROFIT 

He  flew  through  the  air, 

With  the  greatest  of  ease, 

But  the  funny  part  was  — - 
He  forgot  his  trapeze. 

— "Sundial." 

NOTES  SO  GOOD 

"1  hear  Mike  got  into  trouble  at 
the  bank." 

"How's  that?" 

"Oh,  he  thought  he  was  still  in 
college  and  began  taking  notes." 

"Stick  'em  up.  Lady,  I gotcha 
covered!"  the  robber  cried  to  the 
burlesque  queen. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 

He:  "What  did  the  old  rose  say 

to  the  young  rose?" 

She:  "I  can't  guess." 

He:  "Hi,  bud!" 

Then  there's  the  joke  about  the 
traveling  salesman  who  married  the 
farmer's  daughter,  because  he  was 
in  love  with  her. 

One  of  our  staunch  Juniors  likes 
to  tell  the  tale  about  the  co-ed  who 
had  an  affair  with  an  iceman- -and 
he  left  her  cold. 

— "Punch  Bowl." 

Sculptor  (talking  to  statue  of 
Venus):  "How  about  a date  to- 

night?" 

Venus:  "No,  thanks;  I never  go 

out  with  chiselers." 

The  Amoeba  hugs  himself  in  the 
middle  and  then  he's  two  other 
people. 

"How  did  you  happen  to  over- 
sleep this  A.M.?" 

"There  are  eight  of  us  in  the  house 
and  the  alarm  was  set  only  for  seven." 


"Do  you  object  to  kissing  on 
sanitary  grounds?" 

"Oh,  no." 

"Then  let's  take  a stroll  through 
the  infirmary." 

— "Texas  Ranger." 


A pessimist  is  one  who  thinks  all 
women  are  immoral.  An  optimist 
is  one  who  merely  hopes  so. 

— "Varieties." 


Irate  Father  (to  daughter  entering 
at  three  A.M.):  "What  does  the 

clock  say?" 

Daughter:  "Tick-tock". 


Sea-Gull  No.  1:  "Who  won  the 

boat  race  down  there  below  us. 
Harvard  or  Yale?" 

Sea-gull  No.  2:  "Yale  just  crossed 
the  line  in  the  lead." 

Sea-gull  No.  1:  "And  to  think  I 

put  everything  I had  on  Harvard." 
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"Amscray,  sailor.” 


Wisdom:  Knowing  what  to  do  next. 

Skill:  Knowing  how  to  do  it. 

Virtue:  Not  doing  it. 


Love  is  like  an  onion 
We  taste  it  with  delight. 

But  when  it's  all  over, 

We  wonder  what  made  us  bite. 


"You  didn't  do  so  well  with  that  baseball  millionaire's 
daughter,  did  you?” 

'Terrible.  No  runs,  no  hits,  no  heiress.” 


If  they  look  young,  they're  young,  if  they  look  old, 
they're  old,  if  they  look  back,  follow  them. 


"I  hear  your  friend  Wilson  has  a job.” 

"Yeah.  Ain't  it  a shame  what  some  folks  will  do 
lor  money?” 


Harry:  "I  thought  you  told  me  you  had  that  guiz 

down  cold.” 

Bob:  "Well,  I got  zero,  didn't  I?” 


TOAST 

"Here's  to  the  bees  . . . they  buzz. 
Here's  to  the  feathers  . . . they  fuzz. 
Here's  to  us  . . . we  guzz. 

Guzzle.” 


Kitty:  "Gracious,  it's  been  five  years  since  I've 

seen  you.  You  look  lots  older.” 

Cat:  "Really?  And  I doubt  I would  have  recognized 
you  but  for  your  coat.” 


"Why  do  you  make  all  that  noise  when  you  walk?” 
"I  got  my  heavy  underwear  on.” 


understand.  I'm  not  trying  to  influence  you.” 
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P O L I T I C I T I S 

By  Kay  Thompson 

WHEN  lifts  become  frequent;  when  treats  become 
altogether  too  common;  when  the  date  selection 
becomes  unlimited;  and  when  a million  and  one  friends 
that  you  never  knew  you  had  before  spring  out  of 
thin  air  desiring  to  render  service,  you  can  depend 
upon  it  that  some  mythical  fairy  godmother  hasn't 
waved  a magical  wand  transferring  you  into  some 
superhuman  wonder,  but  that  instead  you  are  being 
treated  with  a big  dose  of  political  hokum. 

Every  year  on  this  campus  there  is  an  epidemic  of 
political  fever;  and  although  you  won't  find  the 
symptoms  and  remedies  of  this  disease  outlined  in 
any  medical  book,  it  is  a very  real  illness.  Striking 
suddenly,  sometimes  even  at  first  exposure  to  politics, 
the  fever  continues  until  after  the  election  is  over; 
and  at  times  when  it  becomes  too  deep  rooted,  the 
unconscious  patient  suffers  from  this  dread  disease  the 
remainder  of  his  life. 

The  political  malady  first  makes  its  appearance  in 
late  winter  with  a rush  of  "hot  air"  accompanying  in 
the  blustery  March  winds  and  more  subtle  spring 
breezes.  Erom  that  time  on  the  fever  grows  warmer  and 
warmer,  and  hope  for  the  stricken  victim  is  lessened. 

Erom  the  patient's  first  conscious  moments  in  the 
morning  until  his  last  drowsy  memories  at  night,  his 
mind  is  continuously  wrapped  up  in  his  political 
campaign.  He  organizes  a crew  of  co-workers  and 
sets  to  work  with  a mighty  vim  and  vigor. 

The  first  symptoms  of  this  terrible  malady  are  noted 
when  the  patient  begins  evidencing  unusual  interest 
in  his  fellow  collegians. 

"Isn't  that  girl  a day -dodger?  What's  her  name? 

She  used  to  go  with (one  of  the  opponent's 

workers)  didn't  she?"  the  victim  asks,  trying  his  best 
to  sound  casual. 

In  a few  weeks,  days,  and  even  hours  the  disease 
grows  more  malignant.  The  patient,  growing  more 
bold  and  daring  and  urged  on  by  increasing  necessity, 
may  be  seen  approaching  coeds  with  his  winsome  smile 
and  flattering  remarks  and  that  "I  need  your  help" 
expression  in  his  eyes. 

In  due  course  of  time  his  picture  and  platform  are 
printed.  His  fever  jumps  up  to  103  and  a crisis  in  his 
campaigning  condition  is  reached.  An  efficient  up-and- 
down-the-hill  taxi  service  is  installed  whose  drivers 
might  well  compete  with  Standard  Oil  station  attend- 
ants for  courtesy  and  obligingness. 

Other  symptoms  may  be  found  scattered  very  obvi- 
ously around  for  any  to  see  who  chances  to  suspect. 
It  is  not  at  all  uncommon  to  have  one  of  these  patients 
dash  up  and  call  you  by  name,  although  you  are 


positive  that  you  have  never  before  had  the  "pleasure" 
of  meeting  him. 

Then  again  you  may  find  yourself  getting  a sudden 
rush  on  the  dance  floor  by  boys  who  may  have  passed 
you  by  with  a careless  nod  before  or  done  only  a 
"duty  dance"  at  most.  On  close  observation  you  are 
likely  to  note  that  they  are  fraternity  brothers  of  said 
victim  and  are  out  doing  their  bit  for  "Brother  Bill". 

If  you  are  unsuspecting  or  perhaps  wise  and  enjoy 
playing  up  to  the  old  game,  you'll  find  yourself  winding 
up  with  a number  of  dates  properly  classed  political, 
which  may  prove  amusing  or  boring  as  fate  or  the  fra- 
ternity brother  deems. 

And  boys,  don't  think  that  you're  foolproof  either, 
for  there  is  always  some  willing  wench  who  is  only 
too  eager  to  help  out  the  boy  friend  in  need;  and  if  you're 
not  careful  you  may  find  yourself  inveigled  into  giving 
more  than  a vote. 

There  are  many  and  various  means  of  attack.  It 
may  be  that  you  are  in  want  of  a ride  to  town,  a term 
paper  for  Chemistry,  or  something  of  like  nature;  and 
if  you  are,  you  will  always  find  the  political  pal  is 
"Johnny  on  the  spot". 

So  far  no  cure  has  been  discovered  for  this  dread 
political  fever.  Only  time,  patience  and  the  elections 
can  end  it,  and  with  the  elections  safely  over  it  is  to 
be  hoped  that  by  this  time  the  patients  are  convalescing 
and  rapidly  regaining  their  normal  health.  At  this 
season  every  year,  two  things  are  bound  to  come 
about — spring  and  politics  and  since  we  can  do  nothing 
about  either  we  might  as  well  make  the  best  of  the 
situation  and  bide  our  time  until  the  last  echoes  of 
the  election  have  died  away  and  this  year's  crop  of 
"politicitis"  victims  has  completely  recovered. 
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''—and  then  I was  nominated  for  S.G.A.  presidency.” 

BACK  UP 

''Here's  something  queer,”  said  the  dentist,  who  had 
been  drilling  and  drilling  into  a tooth.  "You  said 
this  tooth  had  never  been  filled  and  yet  there's  flakes 
of  gold  on  the  point  of  my  drill.” 

"I  knew  it,”  groaned  the  patient.  "You've  struck 
my  collar  button!” 


Father:  "And  there,  my  boy,  you  have  the  story 

of  my  exploits  in  the  Great  War.” 

Son:  "Yes,  Daddy,  but  what  did  they  need  all  the 

other  soldiers  for?” 


"Please,  ma'am,  give  a poor  blind  man  a dime.” 
"Why,  you're  only  blind  in  one  eye.” 

"Well,  make  it  a nickle,  then.” 

— "Exchange.” 

"I  had  a beard  like  yours  once,  but  when  1 realized 
how  it  made  me  look  I cut  it  off.” 

"1  had  a face  like  your'n  once.  And  when  I realized 
that  I couldn't  cut  it  off  I grew  this  beard  to  cover  it.” 


Prof:  "What's  nothing?” 

Stude:  "It's  a footless  stocking  without  any  leg,  sir.” 


As  we  see  it,  the  main  difference  between  a Freshman 
and  a Senior  is  that  the  former  hates  to  leave  his  family 
behind  him,  and  the  latter  is  worried  about  taking  his 
home. 

Jean:  "Fashions  may  come  and  go,  but  there's 

always  a demand  for  cosmetics.” 

June:  "Yes,  women  can't  go  wan  forever.” 

— "Analyst.” 


There  was  a young  lady  named  Starky 
Who  foolishly  married  a darky. 

And  then  for  her  sins 
She  had  three  pairs  of  twins. 

One  white,  one  black,  and  one  khaki. 

- "Yello  Jacket.” 

"My  son's  home  from  college.” 

"How  do  you  know?” 

"I  haven't  had  a letter  from  him  in  three  weeks.” 

Ed:  ".  . . and  when  1 promised  to  marry  her,  she 
asked  for  something  more  concrete.” 

Red:  "I  wonder  what  cement.” 

— "Sundial.” 

"Your  mouth  is  certainly  pretty.” 

"Yes,  I'll  put  it  up  against  anybody's  anytime.” 

— "Purple  Cow.” 

He:  "Why  do  you  make  that  gurgling  noise?” 

She:  "I'm  trying  to  swallow  that  line  you're  throw- 

ing.” 
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(Continued  from  page  7) 

• CASES 

Interested  in  determining  just  how 
many  people  actually  look  at  the 
new  exhibition  cases  in  the  Library, 
we  recently  inserted  a small  drawing 
by  one  of  our  colleagues  in  one  of 
the  cases.  The  drawing,  a fantastic 
head  with  the  date  1752  above  it, 
was  placed  in  with  a group  of  deeds. 
Every  day  after  placing  it  there,  we 
visited  the  Library  to  see  how  it  was 
faring.  We  are  happy  to  report 
that  in  the  incredibly  brief  time  of 
five  weeks  and  three  days,  an  alert 
Library  attendant  discovered  and 
removed  it. 


He:  "Why  is  it  that  the  biggest 

men  always  get  the  prettiest  girls?” 
She:  "Why  you  conceited  thing.” 

There  are  lots  of  couples  who 
don't  pet  in  parked  cars — in  fact, 
the  woods  are  full  of  them. 


Conductor:  "Can't  you  see  that 

sign?  It  says  NO  SMOKING.” 

Gob:  "Sure,  Cap'n,  but  blast  me, 

half  of  them  are  nutty.  Pipe  that  one 
on  the  starboard.  'Wear  Princess 
Claire  Corsets'.  Show  me  yours 
and  I'll  guit  smoking. 

— "Blue  Jay.” 


• DEBATER 

We  have  been  trying  to  deter- 
mine whether  insult  or  compliment 
was  implied  in  the  recent  remarks 
of  a coed  debater  from  Penn  State. 
Prefacing  her  speech  with  an  elab- 
orate description  of  how  the  genuine 
Southern  hospitality  which  had  been 
shown  her  here  had  impressed  her, 
she  concluded  by  saying  how  much 
she  hoped  to  return  soon  to  "this 
lovely  University  of  West  Virginia.” 


Sunday  School  Teacher:  "Dear 

children,  tell  me  the  last  thing  you 
must  do  before  going  to  bed.” 
Wise  child:  "Put  the  door  key  in 

the  mail-box  for  Grandmother.” 


"What's  good  for  my  wife's  fallen 
arches?” 

"Rubber  heels.” 

"With  what?” 


"I  s'pose  they'll  have  to  go — but  they've  been  oh,  so  happy  here.” 


Process- Aging 
Prevents 
Tongue  Bite 


Here's  Edgeworth's  Guarantee 


Tongue  bite  is  the  bane  of  pipe 
smokers.  We  guarantee  tlrat  Edge- 
worth  will  not  bite  the  tongue. 

The  use  of  the  finest  Burley  tobaccos 
will  not  prevent  tongue  bite.  It’s  the 
processing  that  does  it.  As  every  tobac- 
co expert  knows,  pipe  tobacco  can  be 
rushed  through  the  plant  and  save  big 
sums  of  money.  It  is  pipe  tobacco,  but 
it  is  not  Edgeworth. 

Our  method  is  Process-Aging — a pro- 
cess as  vital  as  the  aging  of  old  wines. 
I'here  are  twelve  required  steps,  each 
under  laboratory  control.  It  takes  4 to  7 
times  as  long  as  might  seem  necessary. 
I3ut  in  no  other  way  can  we  guarantee 
that  Edgeworth  will  not  bite  the  tongue. 

We  ask  you  to  try  it  under  our  money- 
back  guarantee.  If  Edgeworth  bites  your 
tongue,  return  it  and  get  your  money 
back.  You  can’t  lose. 

NOTE:  There  are  three  kinds  of 
Edgeworth  for  you  to  choose  from: 

1 — Edgeworth  Ready- It uhbcd  — a 
cool, long-burning  tobacco  preferred  by 
seasoned  smokers. 

2 — Edgeworth  Plug  Slice  — for  the 
smoker  who  likes  to  crumble  the  to- 
bacco in  his  hands  until  it’s  just  right 
for  him. 

3 — Edgeworth  Jr.  — tlic  same  tobacco 
also  Process-Aged,  but  cut  for  a milder, 
more  free-burning  smoke. 


Please  accept  50e  Gold  Plated  Collar-Pin 
for  only  lOe  wlicn  you  luiy  Edgeworth. 
Merely  send  inside  white  wrapper  from 
any  tin  of  Edgeworth  with  yonr  name  and 
address  and  iOe  to  barns  & Bro.  Co., 
Dept.  400,  Richmond,  Va. 


EDGEWORTH^^^ 

EDGEWORTH 


Twenty-two 


THE  OLD  LINE 


KLIHQi 


Elmer,  age  13,  was  puzzled  over 
the  girl  problem  and  discussed  it 
with  his  pal,  Joe. 

"I've  walked  to  school  with  her 
three  times,"  he  told  Joe,  "and 
carried  her  books.  I bought  her 
ice-cream  sodas  twice.  Now  do 
you  think  I ought  to  kiss  her?" 

"Naw,  you  don't  need  to,"  Joe 
decided,  after  a moment  of  deep 
thought.  "You've  done  enough  for 
that  girl  already." 


The  pupils  had  been  warned  not 
to  chew  gum  in  class.  The  teacher 
noted  Johnny  chewing  something. 

"Johnny,  are  you  chewing?" 

"No,  Ma'am,  I'm  just  soaking  a 
prune  to  eat  during  recess." 

— "The  Log." 


"You  can't  arrest  me.  I come  from 
one  of  the  best  families  in  Virginia." 

"That's  O.  K.  buddy.  We  ain't 
arresting  you  for  breeding  purposes." 


"No,  we  mustn't!  Didn't  you  know 
that  the  Deans  have  decided  to 
stop  necking?" 

"Aw,  heck!  The  first  thing  you 
know  they'll  be  wanting  the  students 
to  stop,  too." 

— "Exchange." 


He:  "How  many  beers  does  it 

take  to  make  you  dizzy?" 

She:  "Oh,  four  or  five,  but 

don't  call  me  dizzy." 


Professor:  "Have  you  been  smok- 

ing in  here?" 

Co-ed:  "Er — no.  Dr.  Jones." 

Professor:  "Well,  then,  what  makes 
the  room  look  so  hazy?" 

Co-ed:  "Why — er — I opened  the 

window  and  a cloud  blew  in." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 
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"Com-pan-ee,  atten-shun!"  bawled  the  drill  sergeant 
to  the  awkward  squad.  "Com-pan-ee,  lift  up  your 
left  leg  and  hold  it  straight  in  front  of  you!” 

By  mistake,  one  rookie  held  up  his  right  leg,  which 
brought  it  out  side  by  side  with  his  neighbors  left  leg. 

"Aw  right,  aw  right;  who's  the  wise  guy  over  there 
holding  up  both  legs?"  shouted  the  hard  boiled  sergeant. 


"But  will  you  love  me  when  my  hair  has  turned  to 
silver?” 

"Why  not?  Haven't  I stuck  with  you  thru  brown, 
red,  and  black?” 


The  rendezvous  of  students 
for  red  hot  chile 
PRIVATE  DINING  ROOM 


COLLEGE  BAR-B-Q 


Sandwich  Shop 
and  Restaurant 


The  little  child  was  sitting  demurely  on  the  couch 
watching  her  mother  smoking  a cigarette.  Her  little 
nose  was  wrinkled  and  in  her  pale  blue  eyes  there 
was  an  expression  of  childish  disillusionment.  Finally, 
unable  to  stand  it  any  longer,  she  burst  out  in  her 
quavering  falsetto;  "Mother,  when  the  hell  are  you 
going  to  learn  to  inhale?” 

— "Penn  State  Froth.” 


The  professor  rapped  on  his  desk  and  yelled,  "Gentle- 
men, order!” 

The  entire  class  shouted:  "Beer!” 


A skeleton  is  just  a pile  of  bones  with  the  people 
scraped  off. 


— "Lou  Lou.” 


"What  do  you  use  so  many  toothpicks  for?” 
"Oh,  just  to  make  more  room  for  my  food.” 


While  giving  a performance  a magician  spread  a 
blanket  over  a newspaper  and  read  the  paper  through 
the  heavy  cloth.  All  the  coeds  got  up  and  left. 

— "Drexerd.” 


Customer:  "Could  I try  on  that  suit  in  the  window? 

Clerk;  "We'd  much  rather  you  use  the  dressing  room.” 

— "Drexerd.” 


When  in  need  of — 

GOWNS,  HOODS  and  CAPS 

for  your  graduation,  the  climax  of  your  college  career, 
be  sure  that  you  receive  authentic  regalia,  made  by 

America's  oldest  and  largest  manufacturer 

CQTRELL  and  LEONARD 

Est.  1832  ALBANY,  N.  Y.  Inc.  1935 
Student's  Supply  Store  Local  Representative 


Where  Smart  Washington  Entertains  and 
is  Entertained! 

★ 

HOTEL 

RALEIGH 

Pennsylvania  Avenue 
at  12th  Street,  N.  W. 

C.  C.  SCHIFFELER, 

General  Manafter 


The  PALL  MALL 

A gay  and  colorful  new  rendezvous  for 
luncheon,  dinner,  supper.  Dancing  and 
entertainment  at  luncheon  and  during 
dinner  and  supper. 

Eddie  Elkins 

AND  HIS  ORCHESTRA 
At  Luncheon,  Dinner  and  Supper 

Floor  Entertainment 

International  Dancing  Stars 
No  cover  charge  at  dinner — supper  couvert  (after 
10  P.  M.)  50c,  except  Friday.  Saturdays  and 
holiday  eves  and  holiday  nights — then  $1.00. 


"Hello!  I haven't  seen  you  for  twenty  years.  Where 
have  you  been?” 

"Oh,  I saw  two  O'Neill  plays  and  read  'Gone  With 
the  Wind'.” 


He:  "Do  you  like  for  gentlemen  to  kiss  you?” 

She;  "Yes.” 

He:  "Would  you  like  for  me  to  kiss  you?” 

She:  "No.” 


Mrs.  Newbride:  "Say,  do  you  ever  flatter  your 

husband?” 

Mrs.  Oldun;  "Well,  I occasionally  ask  his  advice.” 

— "Exchange.” 
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UNDERWOO^ 

UNIVERSAL... 

Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  ...  100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Buildins  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

fpORTABLES 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 

Complete  Service  For 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD. 
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to  read  at  the  cottage,  and  I wished  heartily  I was 
back  on  the  porch  swing  listening  to  the  six-dollar 
radio,  and  reading  the  magazine.  It  helped  me,  to 
wish  that,  and  I felt  better. 

Well,  we  reached  the  top  of  the  hill  after  a while, 
and  I would  be  willing  to  swear  that  it  was  exactly  a 
hundred  yards  from  the  big  oak  back  there.  And  a 
little  wickedly,  I asked, 

"About  how  far  is  it  from  here  to  the  city?”  We 
could  see  the  lights  guite  plainly. 

"It's  nearly  twelve  miles  from  here,"  he  said.  "Now, 
it's  exactly  twelve  miles  from  the  road  that  goes  by 
two  hundred  yards  from  here.” 

"That's  pretty  long.  To  the  city,  I mean,”  I said. 

"It  isn't  so  very  long,  if  you  have  a car,”  he  said. 
"If  you  have  a car,  twelve  miles  is  practically  nothing.” 

"It  is  a pretty  view,”  I said,  seeing  nothing  but  black 
night,  and  the  few  lights  from  the  city,  twelve  miles 
away.  I tried  to  stand  a little  closer  to  him,  but  he 
moved,  and  then  started  walking. 

I followed,  glad  to  be  going  back  to  the  boat  again. 

He  stopped  a little  way  ahead,  and  when  I came 
closer  to  him,  I made  out  the  dim  outline  of  some  kind 
ot  building. 

"My  cabin,”  he  said.  "I  made  it  out  of  boards  from 
the  sawmill  last  winter.  It  has  a fireplace.  Would 
you  like  to  see  it?” 

"Yes,”  I said.  This  was  touching,  indeed.  This 
was  his  pride.  Strong,  silent  man  of  the  woods.  Tm 
glad  he  couldn't  see  my  face. 

Inside,  he  lit  an  oil  light  which  hung  by  the  rough, 
rocky  fireplace. 

"Oh,"  I said,  "Isn't  this  cosy  and  nice.  Do  you 
stay  here  much?” 

"I  stayed  here  for  two  and  a half  weeks  in  January, 
and  a week — no,  eight  days  in  March.  Then  I stay 
here  sometimes  in  the  summer.” 

"It's  very  cosy,”  I said,  sort  of  weakly. 

Then  Tom  went  over  to  the  door  and  locked  it,  and 
put  the  key  in  his  pocket.  He  blew  out  the  oil  lamp, 
and  in  the  blackness,  I felt  his  rough,  heavy  hands 
on  me. 

"Tom,”  I gasped.  A sort  of  coldness  spread  through 
the  roots  of  my  hair. 

Tom  didn't  say  anything.  It  wasn't  like  him. 


Chemistry  Prof:  "What  was  the  first  nitride?” 

Frosh:  "Paul  Revere's." 


Westyle  Fruhatif 

Clothes  Clothes 

. DOBBS  HATS  • 


THE  WEST  LABEL 

in  your  clothes  and 
haberdashery  means 
you  appreciate  real 
quality  and  authentic 
style. 


Sidney  West,  I nc. 

1 4th  and  G 
Washington,  D.  C. 

EUGENE  C.  GOTT,  President 


Learning  by  Lecture 


Is  not  the  way  to  learn  in  busi- 
ness. Experience  has  taught 
Marylanders  that  CHANEY’S 
GARAGE  always  gives  them 
the  best  that  can  be  obtained  for 
the  most  reasonable  rates. 

Service  and  Workmanship 

Chaney^s  Garage 

At  the  Main  Gate 


TO  A GOLD  DIGGER 

When  Caesar  was  a babe  in  diapers, 
And  chariots  lacked  windshield 
wipers, 

Before  Napoleon  ever  knew 
That  he  would  meet  his  Waterloo, 
When  Cleo  was  a howling  brat. 
Women  were  yelling,  "Buy  me  that!” 

- "Dodo.” 

The  teacher  had  asked  for  a short 
definition  of  the  word  "water.”  The 
last  one  to  be  turned  in  read  as 
follows:  "Water  is  a light  colored, 

wet  liguid,  which  turns  dark  when 
you  wash  in  it.” 

She:  "You're  the  kind  of  a man 

1 can  trust.” 

He:  "Say,  haven't  we  met  before? 
Your  faith  is  familiar.” 


Reformer:  "Stop,  friend,  do  you 

think  a glass  of  that  vile  stuff  will 
quench  your  thirst?” 

K.  A.:  "Nope,  I'm  gonna  drink 

the  whole  jug.” 


Judge:  "Who  was  driving  when 

you  collided  with  that  car?” 

Drunk,  triumphantly:  "No  one — 

we  were  all  in  the  back  seat.” 

— "Varieties.” 

It  doesn't  mean  that  a girl's 
stockings  are  low  priced  just  be- 
cause they  are  in  the  reach  of  all. 


Mother:  "Mabel,  get  off  that 

young  man's  knee.” 

Mabel:  "Like  hell  I will.  I got 

here  first!” 


A O Pi  House  Mother:  "It's  ten 

o'clock;  do  you  think  you  can  sit 
here  all  nite?” 

Tommy:  "Oh,  I'll  have  to  call 

the  house  and  tell  my  roommate.” 
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SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 
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"HONOR  AMONG  THIEVES"  ISSUE 


Janet  Gaynor  says: 

Leading  artists  of  the  screen  prefer  Luckies 


"I  live  at  the  beach  most  of  the  year  and 
there  is  hardly  a weekend  that  a number 
of  friends  don’t  drop  in.  Naturally,  I keep 
several  brands  of  cigarettes  on  hand,  but 
the  Luckies  are  always  the  first  to  dis- 
appear. I suppose  it’s  just  natural  that 
Luckies  would  be  the  favorite  brand  be- 
cause picture  work  certainly  places  a 
severe  tax  on  the  throat.  Leading  artists 
of  the  screen  prefer  Luckies  because 
they  are  a light  smoke  that  sympathizes 
with  tender  throats.” 


FEMININE  STAR  OF  DAVID  O.  SELZNICK'S 
TECHNICOLOR  PRODUCTION  OF  "A  STAR  IS  BORN' 


The  Finest  Tobaccos— 
'The  Cream  of  the  Crop' 


A-n  independent  survey  was  made  recently  among  professional  men 
and  women  — lawyers,  doctors,  scientists,  etc.  Of  those  who  said  they 
smoke  cigarettes,  over  87%  stated  they  personally  prefer  a light  smoke. 

Miss  Gaynor  verifies  the  wisdom  of  this  preference,  and  so  do  other 
leading  artists  of  the  radio,  stage,  screen  and  opera.  Their  voices  are 
their  fortunes.  That’s  why  so  many  of  them  smoke  Luckies.  You,  too, 
can  have  the  throat  protection  of  Luckies— a light  smoke,  free  of  certain 
harsh  irritants  removed  by  the  exclusive  process  "It’s  Toasted’’.  Luckies 
are  gentle  on  the  throat. 
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DEDICATION 


To  our  distinguished  contemporaries,  slaves 
to  the  public  taste,  sworn  enemies  of  all 
members  of  the  self-styled  fourth  estate, 
honored  and  honorable  thieves,  bitter  cynics 
all,  who  fear  naught  save  the  inevitable 
inescapable  deadline,  to  wit,  our  friends 
and  fellow  artists  of  the: 


Penn  Punch  Bowl 
Wabash  Caveman 
Cornell  Widow 
Princeton  Tiger 
Nebraska  Awgwan 
Penn  State  Froth 
M.  I.  T.  Voodoo 
Carolina  Buccaneer 
Indiana  Bored  Walk 


Yale  Record 
Harvard  Lampoon 
Colorado  Dodo 
Texas  Ranger 
Esguire 

Carnegie  Puppet 
Temple  Owl 
Rice  Owl 

West  Point  Pointer 


Annapolis  Log 
California  Pelican 
Wisconsin  Octopus 
N.  C.  State  Wataugan 
Chicago  Phoenix 
Northwestern  Purple  Parrot 
Stanford  Chaparral 
Drexel  Drexerd 
Utah  Humbug 


we  respectfully  dedicate  the  Honor  Among  Thieves  Issue  of 

the  OLD  LINE. 


STAFF  THIS  ISSUE 

CHRISTINE  KEMPTON,  Editor-in-Chief 
HELEN  SOMERS,  Managing  Editor 
IRVING  PHILLIPS,  Art  Editor 
JERRY  HARDY,  Eeature  Editor 
RUTH  LOWRY,  Women's  Editor 


"In  my  day,"  the  speaker  was 
saying,  "we  walked  and  plodded 
miles  to  go  to  school  We  got  up 
in  a Ireezing  room,  and  dressed  as 
well  as  we  could  while  we  shivered. 
Then  we  walked  through  all  kinds 
of  weather.  Miles  and  miles  through 
snow,  sleet,  hail,  rain,  and  blistering 
sunshine.  It  was  hell!" 

The  audience  shuddered,  but  the 
Sigma  Nu's  merely  laughed. 

— "Red  Cat." 

The  blaze  was  extinguished  before 
any  damage  was  done  by  the  local 
fire  department. 

— "Lansing  (111.)  paper." 


Lambda  on  a blind  date:  "If  I 
were  executed  would  that  be  cor- 
poral punishment?" 

Alpha  Sig:  "Yes,  dear." 

Lambda:  "And  if  I were  hung 
what  would  that  be?" 

Alpha  Sig:  "Just  dandy,  sweet- 
heart, just  dandy." 

— "Ink  Sense." 


ADAGE 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— "Penn  State  Froth." 


/( 

THE  CHARGE  OF 
THE  mPt^RIGADE/ 


then  they  switched 
to  the  brand  of 
grand  aroma 


SMOKY  Joe  and  Cinder  Pete  took 
tlie  Lint!  TJiev  invested  in  some 
pipe  cleaners,  and  then  J)Ought  a ntiU 
tobacco.  And  vlien  we  sav  «/////,  we 
mean  Sir  Walter  Raleigb,  tJie  one 
smoking  tobacco  that  really  justifies 
that  important  adjective.  Blended  of 
selected  Kentucky  Burleys,  Sir  Walter 
spares  you  tbe  misery  of  tongue  bite. 
It  has  a sweet,  full-flavored  aroma 
that  is  a positive  delight.  Try  a tinl 


SmoKingTobacco 


FOR 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a rocont 
survey  by  Self-Help  Bureaus  of  2oreprescntativc 
universities,  stiuicnts  rattnl  Sir  Walter  lialeigh 
first  or  second  out  of  00  compotingpipe  tobaccos 
at  a majorUtj  of  these  colleges. 


TUNE  IN  JACK  PEARL  (BARON  MUNCHAUSEN) 
NBC  BLUE  NETWORK,  FRIDAYS  10  P.  M..  E.  S.  T. 
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GOING  OUT  rOl^y  NOT  NECE55AtV<- 


A 5R.EATH  Of 


UP  ^OUH  5R.EATH 

^ith  A UFESAVER/j 


MORAL: 


Everybody's  breath 
offencJs  sometimes. ..let 
PEP-O-MINT  save  yours  after 
eating,  smoking  and  drinking 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wi.secrack.s  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here's  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  re.served.  All  Editors'  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wi.secraek  you  like  to  pidl?  ^^in 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

This  month's  irinner  is 


DOROTHY  II LEE 


THE  JUDGE  TAKES  A 
TRIP  — HE  IS  WITH 
CWUBBINS  SEEING  THE 
SIGHTS  or  NEW  YORK 


OH,  DADO/- WHERE 
SHALL  WE  START 
OUR  SIGHT- SEEING? 


WELL,  SPOSE  WE 
FOLLOW  THE 
METHODS  YOUR 
GP3ANDFATHER 
WOULD  HAVE 
USED 


you  SEEM  TO  HAVE 
REACHED  A HEW 
HEIGHT  OF  ENTHUSIASM 
FOR  PRINCE  ALBERT, 


EXCUSE 
ME,  SIR- 
BUT  I'M 
CURIOUS 
TO  KNOW 
HOW  YOU 
CAN  SMOKE 
A PIPE 
IN  THIS 

gale 


Surely  you  know 

THAT  YOU  CAN 
SMOKE  PRINCE 
ALBERT  ANYWHERE. 
IT  STAYS  PUT 


WELL,  1 SURE 
APPRECIATE  BEING 
ABLE  TO  SMOKE 
AND  ENJOY  THIS 
VIEW  AT 
THE 
same 
Time 


HOW  DO 
YOU  MEAN- 
LIKE 


HE  WAS  A FRONTIERSMAN 
WHEN  HE  WAS  IN  STRANGE 

"TTERRITORV  HE  WOULD  CLIMB 

grandfather?] THE  HIGHEST  TREE  AND 
RECONNOITER.  SO  W^LL 
GO  UP  IN  THE 

'TALLEST  Building 
VTHE  EMPIRE  state; 
AND  LOOK 
AROUND 


'll  bet  GRAND- 
FATHER NEVER - 
IMAGINED  A 
BUILDING 
LIKE  THAT 


NO -NOR  A PIPE 
TOBACCO  AS 
CHOICE  AND 
MILD  AS  THIS 
MODERN 
SMOKE  — PA. 


THAT  PRINCE  ALBERT 

CRIMP  cut'certainly 

PACKS  ANP  DRAWS 
TO  PERFECTION 


TRy  HA. ON  THI5 
MONEr-FACK  OUAKANTEB! 

SMOKE  20  FRAGRANT  FIFEFULS  OF 
PRINCE  ALBERT.  IF  YOU  PONT  FINP 
IT  THE  MELLOWEST,  TASTIEST  FIFE 
TOBACCO  you  EVER  SMOKEP,  RETURN 
THE  FOCKET  TIN  WITH  THE  REST  OF 
THE  TOBACCO  IN  IT  TO  US  AT  ANY  TIME 
WITHIN  A MONTH  FROM  THIS  PATE, 
ANP  WE  WILL  REFUNP  FULL 
PURCHASE  PRICE,  PLUS  POSTAOE. 

(Signed)  R.J.  Reynolds  Tob.  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.C 


ALSO 

TRY  ROLLING 
YOUR  OWN 
WITH  P.  A. 


Copyright,  1937, 

R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 
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ORDER:  ONE  REMBRANDT 

Art  Dealer:  'This  is  the  only  Rembrandt  for  sale 
in  all  Europe." 

Miss:  "But  you  told  me  you  had  two." 

Art  Dealer:  "Ah,  yes,  the  other  one  isn't  quite  ready 
yet." 

— "Ink  Sense." 


Dr.  Donaghy:  "You  shouldn't  keep  those  pigs  so 
close  to  the  house — don't  you  know  it  isn't  healthy?" 

Farmer:  "Seem  to  be  all  right  with  me — the  pigs 
ain't  ever  had  a day's  illness." 

— "Ink  Sense." 


"Is  your  room-mate  broadminded?" 

"Say,  that's  all  he  thinks  of." 

— "Owl." 


Wife:  "How  do  you  like  my  new  gown?  I got  it 
for  a ridiculous  price." 

Husband:  "You  mean  you  got  it  for  an  absurd  figure." 

— -"Purple  Parrot." 


A restaurant  near  the  South  Station  carries  a sign 
in  the  window  which  says,  "Ladies  served  here." 
We  think  we  would  like  a blonde  on  toast. 

— "Ink  Sense." 


Gently,  he  pushed  her  quivering  shoulders  back 
against  the  chair.  She  raised  beseeching  eyes  in 
which  faint  hope  and  fear  were  struggling.  From  her 
parted  lips,  the  breath  came  in  short,  wrenching  gasps. 
Reassuringly,  he  smiled  at  her. 

Bzzzz,  went  the  dentist's  drill. 

— "Widow." 


Prof.:  "Have  you  a doctor's  certificate  to  cover 
your  absence?" 

Clever  Stude:  "No,  sir.  You  see.  I'm  a Christian 
Scientist." 

— "Beanpot." 


Imagine,  if  you  can,  the  embarrassment  of  the 
newsboy  who  opened  the  door  of  the  washroom  by 
mistake  and  yelled,  "Paper,  extra  paper." 

— "Varieties." 


"These  yours.  Butch?  I found  'em  in  my  leg." 

— "Punch  Bowl" 


A monologue  is  a conversation  between  several 
hundred  students  and  a professor. 

— "Columns." 


Our  summer  vacation  has  convinced  us  that  the 
notice  in  the  rooms  of  hotels  which  reads,  "Have  you 
left  anything?"  should  be  changed  to  "Have  you  any- 
thing left?" 

— "Drexerd." 


FABLE 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— "California  Pelican." 


DISCREET 

Chinese  coolies  are  said  to  make 
excellent  servants.  They  do  not 
gossip  or  carry  gossip,  at  least,  not 
outside  of  their  own  circle  of  friends. 
And  they  do  not  complain,  so  long 
as  they  get  their  food,  lodging,  a 
little  money  to  send  back  home  and 
a little  for  gambling.  But  more 
than  anything  else,  they  are  held 
in  esteem  as  servants  because  they 
are  discreet.  A well  known  movie 
actress  had  just  slipped  on  her 
dress  when  one  of  her  Chinese 
servants  opened  the  door  of  her 
room  and  came  in  unannounced. 
The  sudden  entrance  disturbed  the 
young  lady.  What  if  he  had  come 
in  but  a half  minute  before,  when 
she  had  on  little  more  than  her 
scanty  underwear?  She  must  repri- 
mand him  so  that  he  would  not  re- 
peat the  offense.  "Li,”  she  said, 
frowning  upon  him  to  the  utmost 
of  her  severity,  "don't  you  know 
that  you  should  knock  on  the  door 
before  coming  into  this  room?  I 
might  be  undressed.”  Li  put  on  his 
blandest  smile.  "No  be  'flaid, 
ma'am,”  he  said,  reassuringly,  "befo' 
I come  inside,  I alius  look  in  key- 
hole.” 

— "Puppet.” 


AND  SOME  DOG  STORIES 

Even  though  this  leaves  us  wide 
open,  we  must  admit  that  we  love 
dog-lovers.  We  also  love  justice. 
Therefore  we  think  something  vicious 
should  be  done  to  the  facetious 
English  major  who  gleefully  tells  us 
of  the  time  he  ran  over  a dog  and 


also  completely  sguelched  the 
broken-hearted  owner  by  swearing 
to  high  heaven  that  the  animal 
committed  suicide. 

Human  traits  found  in  a dog 
comprise  a much  nicer  story  that 
we  once  heard  at  a dinner  table. 
The  hostess  was  telling  of  the  high 
regard  in  which  the  woman  next 
door  held  her  animal.  "Why,  she 
says  that  whenever  she  lets  the  dog 
out  of  the  house,  she  always  tells 
him  to  be  back  in  fifteen  minutes. 
And  exactly  a guarter  of  an  hour 
later,  there  he  is,  scratching  at 
the  front  door.” 

"That's  guite  true,”  then  guoth 
our  host.  "Why  the  other  night  I 
was  walking  up  the  street,  and 
Shaggy  came  trotting  along,  and 
I'll  be  darned  if  he  didn't  look  up 
at  me  and  say,  'What  time  is  it. 
Dean?' 

— "Pelican.” 

NONCHALANCE 

Lids  off  to  the  lad  out  on  the  golf 
course  who  struck  a new  high  in 
sang-froid  recently.  He  was  teeing 
off  at  the  first  hole,  and  about  three 
foursomes  were  waiting  for  him.  At 
the  first  stroke,  which  had  a world 
of  power  behind  it,  he  missed  the 
ball  completely.  The  waiting  crowd 
shifted  on  its  feet.  Once  more  he 
missed  the  teed  ball.  This  hap- 
pened four  times.  The  crowd  was 
embarrassed,  but  not  so  the  chap 
with  the  club.  With  an  engaging 
smile,  he  turned  on  them  all.  "Tough 
course,”  he  remarked. 

— "Gargoyle.” 


LIFE  CYCLE 

First  Grade:  You  learn  to  spell 
c-a-t.  This  seems  pretty  silly. 

Second  Grade:  You  learn  to  hate 
the  guy  who  sits  in  front  of  you, 
and  who,  according  to  Teacher, 
"reads  with  expression.” 

Third  Grade:  You  make  a pretty 
green-and-white  tile  which  is  of  no 
use  to  any  one,  but  which  will  remain 
over  your  mother's  mantelpiece  until 
you  reach  the  age  of  32,  when  your 
wife  will  pick  it  up  one  day  in  high 
dudgeon  and  throw  it  at  you,  break- 
ing both  it  and  a vase  worth  $9.98. 

Fourth  Grade:  You  fall  in  love 
with  the  teacher  and  throw  stones 
at  the  guy  who  calls  for  her  every 
evening. 

Fifth  Grade:  In  physical  educa- 
tion you  learn  that  the  word  is  not 
"empire”  but  "umpire”. 

Sixth  Grade:  You  fall  in  love 
with  a girl  with  pretty  yellow  curls. 

Seventh  Grade:  You  fall  in  love 
with  a girl  with  pretty  yellow  curls. 

Eighth  Grade:  You  fall  in  love 
with  a girl  with  pretty  yellow  curls. 

High  School  Freshman:  You  flunk 
algebra. 

Sophomore:  You  flunk  geometry. 

Junior:  You  flunk  chemistry. 

Senior:  You  flunk  English  liter- 
ature. 

College  Freshman:  You  join  a 
fraternity. 

College  Freshman,  one  month 
later:  You  wish  you  had  not  joined 
a fraternity. 

College  Sophomore:  For  the  first 
time,  your  folks  hear  about  you  get- 
ting drunk. 

(Continued  on  page  20) 


Six 


THE  OLD  LINE 


'The  rain  weakened  the  glue,  sir." 

- "California  Pelican." 


The  minister  arose  to  address  his 
congregation.  "There  is  a certain 
man  among  us  today  who  is  flirting 
with  another  man's  wife.  Unless  he 
puts  five  dollars  in  the  collection 
box,  his  name  will  be  read  from  the 
pulpit." 

When  the  collection  plate  came  in, 
there  were  nineteen  five  dollar  bills 
and  a two  dollar  one  with  this  note 
attached:  "Other  three  pay  day." 

~ "Awgwan." 


Nothing  relieves  the  tedium  of  the 
pages  of  a humor  magazine  like  a 
good  joke. 

— "Syracuse  Orange  Peeler." 

"Lady,  if  you  will  give  us  a nickel 
my  little  brother'll  imitate  a hen." 

"What  will  he  do?"  asked  the  lady, 
"Cackle  like  a hen?" 

"Naw,"  replied  the  boy  in  disgust. 
"He  wouldn't  do  a cheap  imitation 
like  that,  he'll  eat  a woim." 

— "Awgwan." 


A VERY  SHORT,  SHORT 
STORY 

She  was  madly  in  love  with  him. 
He  was  madly  in  love  with  her. 
She  was  single,  but  wanted  to  marry. 
He  was  single,  but  wanted  dread- 
fully to  marry  her.  He  stood  on  the 
right  hand  side  of  the  room.  She 
stood  on  the  left  hand  side  of  the 
room.  He  removed  his  coat  and 
vest  and  tossed  them  in  a heap  in  the 
nearby  chair.  She  took  off  her 
tightly  fitted  red  dress,  and  hung  it 
neatly  in  the  closet.  He  removed 
his  shirt  and  necktie  and  threw 
them  on  to  the  same  chair.  She 
took  off  her  slip  and  laid  it  care- 
fully on  the  back  of  a chair.  He 
removed  his  pants  and  hung  them 
on  a hook  in  the  back  of  the  door. 
She  sat  on  the  left  hand  side  of 
the  bed  and  removed  her  shoes  and 
stockings.  He  sat  on  the  right  hand 
side  of  the  bed  and  took  off  his 
shoes  and  stockings.  He  stood  up 
and  took  off  his  shorts  and  under- 
shirt. She  stood  up  and  removed 
very  daintily  her  panties  and  bras- 
siere. There  he  stood,  a large  mus- 
cular piece  of  manly  flesh.  There 
she  stood,  the  last  words  in  femi- 
nine loveliness.  He  put  on  some 
green  striped  pajamas.  She  put  on 
a tightly  fitting  silk  nightie.  He 
climbed  into  bed  on  the  right  side. 
She  climbed  into  bed  on  the  left 
side.  He  reached  up  and  pressed 
the  button  that  put  out  the  top 
light.  She  reached  up  and  pulled 
the  cord  that  put  out  the  reading 
lamp  at  the  head  of  the  bed.  He 
faced  toward  the  left.  She  faced 
toward  the  right.  He  was  in  the 
M.  I.  T.  Dorms.  She  was  in  the 
Waldorf  in  New  York.  So  they  both 
turned  over  and  went  to  sleep. 

- "M.  I.  T.  Voo  Doo" 


PROVERB 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— "Kansas  Sour  Owl." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Seven 


THE  GENTLE  ART  OF 
FINESSING  A QUESTION 

IN  ORDER  to  think  of  yourself  as  a real  college  man 
you  must  have  at  your  command  any  number  of 
ways  of  getting  around  answering  difficult  guestions 
in  class.  One  way  is  by  replying:  "Well  , there  is 
much  to  be  said  on  both  sides  of  the  guestion,"  or  else, 
"I  don't  think  I can  add  anything  to  what  has  already 
been  said."  Perhaps  by  remaining  silent  for  a while 
and  then  saying: 

"I  am  trying  to  think  up  an  answer  that  will  cover 
all  the  points  sufficiently,”  you  can  pause  long  enough 
until  the  prof  gets  sick  of  waiting  and  calls  on  some- 
one else. 

One  can  usually  avoid  the  issue  by  coughing  several 
times,  pointing  to  your  throat  and  making  goggle- 
eyes,  indicating  that  you  are  unable  to  utter  a word  due 
to  a sore  throat  or  some  other  like  ailment.  If  you  can 
then  go  for  the  rest  of  the  period  without  saying  any- 
thing, everything  will  be  peachy. 


If  the  prof  has  given  his  side  of  the  guestion  and 
asks  you  for  yours,  you  merely  answer: 

"I  agree  with  what  you  say,"  and  then,  so  he  won't 
think  you  are  a "yes  man,"  add:  "Except  in  one  or 
two  minor  details-  however,  I don't  believe  that  these 
are  important  enough  to  waste  both  the  class's  and 
your  valuable  time  in  discussing  them  now." 

By  keeping  that  far-away  look  in  your  eyes  and  pre- 
tending not  to  hear  him  the  first  two  times  he  asks, 
and  then  finally  when  he  does  get  your  attention, 
mumbling: 

"I'm  sorry,  I don't  think  I heard  the  whole  guestion?" 
you  can  usually  get  him  to  repeat  it.  When  he  does 
this,  look  puzzled  for  a while  and  then  say,  with  a 
guizzical  expression:  "I'm  afraid  I don't  guite  get  the 
significance  of  the  guestion;  will  you  repeat  it,  please?" 
If  he  doesn't  ask  someone  else  at  this  point,  wait  till 
he  repeats  it  once  more  and  then  start  talking  along 
an  entirely  different  line,  as  if  you  misunderstood  the 
guestion;  this  should  shake  him  so  much  as  to  prompt 
his  calling  off  the  class.  — "Yale  Record." 


"Nu-umber,  please?" 

"University  shix  hunnertsheventy 
sheven." 

"That's  the  number  you're  calling 
from,  sir." 

"Yeah.  Wanna  give  myself  a 
fight  talk." 

— "Growler" 


"Where  are  you  going?" 

"To  a lecture." 

"But  you  can't  go  to  a lecture  al 
four  in  the  morning." 

"You've  never  met  our  house- 
mother." 

— "Green  Goat." 


Speaking  of  musicians,  we've  heard 
about  one  absent-minded  gal  who 
kissed  her  violin  and  took  her  bow  to 
bed  with  her. 

— "Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl." 


MOTTO 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— -"Harvard  Lampoon." 
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A GOOD  RED  DIARY 


Jan.  1 — Dear  Dariykov — After  waking  up  with  a 
terrible  Vodka  hangover,  I listened  to  the  game  in 
the  Borscht  Bowl.  Moscow  Poly  won  by  47  cossaks. 

Jan.  17 — A lot  of  snowski  on  the  ground.  Went 
down  and  bought  a pair  of  skiskis. 

Feb.  2 — Been  catching  up  on  back  bombing.  Bomb- 
ed all  the  college  newspaper  offices  in  vicinity.  Reason 
— obvious. 

Feb.  23 — Went  panhandling  today.  A man  gave  me 
a dime,  so  he  must  be  a capitalist.  Threw  bomb  at 
him.  He  caught  it,  smiled,  and  said  "Thank  you" 
explosively. 

Mar.  5 — Met  the  girl  of  my  dreamovitches.  Her 
name  is  Tanya.  She  calls  me  Red. 

Apr.  1 — April  Fools  Day.  Put  shiny  silk  hat  on 
sidewalk  with  a bomb  underneath  it.  You  should 
nave  seen  the  expressions  on  the  faces  of  the  people 
that  "bit". 

Apr.  12 — Went  out  and  got  feetskis  wet.  Think 
I have  a coughokov. 

May  1 — Censored. 

May  5 — The  hospital  is  very  nice.  From  now  on 
I'll  remember  to  throw  a bomb  when  J pull  the  pin  out. 

May  20 — Tanya  came  to  the  hospital  to  visit  me. 
She  whispered  sweet  nothingskis  in  my  earovitch. 

June  2 — Tanya  eloped  with  a hairpin  magnate  from 
the  United  States.  Threw  bombs  at  all  women  wearing 
hairpins. 

June  22 — Wrote  a pamphlet  entitled  "Dialectic  Ma- 
terialism Made  Easy,"  or,  "Why  Wear  a Truss?"  This  is 
to  be  distributed  in  our  communistic  center  in  the 
United  States,  Cornell. 

July  4 — Pamphlet  sold  two  copies  at  Cornell.  Secret 
Agent  MacNaboe  must  be  falling  down  on  the  job. 


There  was  a lot  of  bomb  throwing  on  a small  scale  in 
the  U.  S.  today. 

August  1 — Went  to  a baseball  game  between  the 
Moscow  Maulers  and  the  Leningrad  Leftists.  The  left 
fielder  threw  bomb  at  the  right  fielder,  much  to  the 
approval  of  the  crowd.  Umpire  ruled  that  in  the 
future  all  hits  to  right  field  be  considered  foul  balls. 

August  24 — My  friend,  Ivan,  was  put  in  jail  for 
wearing  a white  collar.  He  was  sentenced  for  five 
years.  His  family  tells  everybody  that  he  is  indulging 
in  a private  five  year  plan. 

Sept.  12 — Went  to  the  barber  today.  Think  I have 
Barber's  Itchovitch. 

Sept.  28 — Got  a new  tractor  today.  Little  Peter  got 
caught  in  the  second  gear.  Poppa  will  have  him  out 
any  day  now,  as  soon  as  he  manages  to  locate  the  clutch. 

Oct.  10 — Went  out  to  drive  tractor  today,  and  it 
wouldn't  go.  Discovered  that  we  forgot  about  little 
Peter  being  caught  in  the  second  gear. 

Oct.  25 — Got  little  Peter  out  of  tractor,  who  maintains 
that  it's  the  fault  of  the  system.  I figured  that  taken 
symbolically,  the  gears  really  represent  the  meshes  of 
Capitalism,  so  I threw  a bomb  in  the  tractor. 

Nov.  15 — The  soviet  just  passed  a law  against  throw- 
ing bombs  by  mail.  We  are  all  going  to  the  dogskis. 

Dec.  2 — Did  a little  Xmas  shoppingski  early.  Bombs 
are  very  expensive,  so  I bought  a machine  gun  for 
little  Peter.  I wonder  how  much  it  would  cost  for  a 
capitalist  to  practice  on? 

Dec.  24 — My  bank  is  not  very  patriotic.  They  got 
guite  ankry  when  I went  in  the  red. 

Dec.  29 — Going  to  the  United  States.  Tanya  got 
me  a job  selling  hairpins  at  200  vadkas  a week  and 
expenses. 

— "Widow." 


Due  to  an  error,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  E.  E. 
Androm,  104  West  Healy  St.,  are 
the  parents  of  a girl,  born  Thursday 
morning  in  the  Mercy  hospital. 

^-"Champaign  (111.)." 

"He  said  he  was  going  to  kiss  me, 
and  I said  I wouldn't  stand  for  it." 

"Then  what  did  he  do?" 

"He  led  me  over  to  the  divan." 

— "Colgate  Banter" 


On  the  staff  of  the  "Temple  Owl" 
is  a gentleman  by  the  name  of  Syd 
Schreiber.  He  asserts  that  the  fol- 
lowing conversation  took  place  be- 
tween himself  and  an  unnamed 
chance  acguaintance. 

"H'yah,  Sydley." 

"The  name,  my  friend,  is  Syd- 
ney." 

"Well,  I said  Sydley,  diddle  I?" 

"Chaparral" 


SAW 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

"Navy  Log." 

COVERED  WITH  SHAME 

"We  walked  for  miles  and  miles 
and  never  noticed  a human  face." 
"Where  was  that?" 

"At  a nudist  camp." 

— "Penn  Punch  Bowl." 
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“Aw,  why  don't  you  turn  the  page  and  mind  your  own  business." 
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A small  boy  was  leading  a jackass  past  the  Kappa 
house  on  the  University  of  Maryland  campus.  One 
of  the  actives  wishing  to  have  some  fun  yelled  out: 
"Hey,  kid,  why  are  you  holding  your  sister  so  tightly?” 
"So  she  won't  join  your  house,"  was  the  nonchalant 
comeback. 

— "Varieties.” 


IT’S  TRUE 

A city  and  a chorus  girl 
Are  much  alike  'tis  true; 

A city's  built  with  out-skirts, 

A chorus  girl  is  too. 

—"Pup.” 


"W^hy  do  you  want  to  be  a geologist?” 

""Well,  I was  weaned  on  White  Rock.” 

— "Tiger  Rag.” 


"See  what's  on  the  radio.” 

"An  ashtray.” 

— "Froth.” 


MAXIM 

She:  "I'm  perfect.” 

He:  "I'm  practice.” 

— "Wisconsin  Octopus.” 
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"You  must  register  him,  he  passed  the  entrance  exams." — "Pelican." 


When  we  were  gay  young  men 
roads 

The  were  ve  rough, 

ry 

And  all  the  springs  our  buggies  had 
ne 

were  ver  enough 

quite  e 

But  now  we  sail  along 
ills  and  i 
h n 

up  to  vales; 

A he  cu 

r t r 

ound  ves  and  straight 

ahead. 

Unless  the  motor  fails. 

e 

1 

o 

And  if  we  hit  a p 
Our  journey  stops  right  there, 
Orifwebumpanothercar 
the  air. 
to 

We  sail  in 

The  safest  thing  I know 
To  save  yourselves  from  shock 
Is  to  sit  in  a rocking  chair 
A k a k a k. 
n c n c n c 
d ro  d ro  d ro 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


ON  HAVING  YOUR  FOOD 
PASSED  UNDER  THE  DOOR 

The  food  was  passed  through  a 
flap  under  a door.  I gazed  at  it  in 
wonder.  Stew — Irish  stew  under  a 
door.  And  I reflected. 

At  college  I met  the  girl.  Not  the 
first  one,  you  know.  But  THE  girl. 
She  was  wonderful,  beautiful,  di- 
vine. She  had  no  nose,  but  we  can't 
expect  perfection.  I was  a lonely 
boy  and  she  was  sympathetic — so 
I called  her  Simpy.  We  were  very 
happy  together.  So  was  she. 

But  it  couldn't  last.  Nothing  lasts. 
Often  in  the  gentle  stench  of  the 
dying  sunset  near  the  mudflats  I 
have  thought  a thought  on  "nothing 
lasts."  Then  the  smell  would  get 


me,  and  I'd  quit  thinking.  People 
said  I was  screwey.  I was.  I'd  get 
queer  ideas  about  people.  I'd  think 
of  people  at  the  physiological  mercy 
of  a turkey  and  bean  dinner  and 
they  wouldn't  impress  me.  They 
just  wouldn't. 

Simpy  still  loved  me  though.  She 
was  simply  Simpy  to  me. 

She  had  short  hair  so  I bought 
her  some  switches — all  different 
colors;  beautiful  golden  braids  they 
were.  I also  re-read  "Porphyria's 
Lover."  Lived  it!  It  maddened  me; 
made  my  blood  boil;  it  would  get 
me  het  up!  Why?  Why?  I knew. 

She  was  Porphyria  and  I was 
her  lover.  And  then  there  were 
those  switches. 

Naturally  I beat  her  to  death.  And 


she  was  mine;  mine  forever!  God, 
what  was  I to  do  with  her?  In  a 
couple  of  weeks  she'd  be  unbearable. 

Then  came  the  police.  They  of- 
fered me  the  platform,  and  I politely 
recited  "Porphyria's  Lover"  to  them. 
I recited  it  to  the  judge,  too.  And 
the  jury  heard  it  twice. 

They  were  very  kind.  The  state 
would  let  me  recite  the  poem  over 
and  over  again.  But  it  got  pretty  tire- 
some, and  I went  crazy.  Now  I 
garble  it  up.  Browning  turns  over 
at  the  ninth  and  seventeenth  beats. 
I don't  get  much  rest  either. 

More  food  is  passed  under  the 
door.  Ah!  It  was  all  so  long  ago — 
time  means  nothing.  The  stew  was 
good,  but  I wish  they'd  keep  the 
hair  out  of  it.  — "Pelican." 
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Thirteen 


DUST 

By  BINNIE  LOU  BLAKELY 


A GREAT  sense  of  peace  and  quiet  happiness  filled 
the  breast  of  the  dusty,  disheveled  man  who 
plodded  wearily  up  the  gravel  driveway  that  led  to  the 
great  white  house,  tor  he  was  coming  home — home 
after  seventeen  long  years  of  confused  madness,  unrest, 
wandering. 

After  mounting  the  high  stone  steps,  he  stood  still 
on  the  porch  for  a minute  or  two  and  listened  hungrily 
to  the  lovely  strains  of  a Strauss  waltz.  Finally  he  rang 
the  dusty  door  bell,  stepped  back,  and  waited. 

Abruptly  the  waltz  came  to  an  end,  and  in  a few 
minutes  the  wide  door  swung  open,  revealing  a woman 
neither  old  nor  young,  yet  peculiarly  attractive. 

"Do  you  er — ?''  questioned  the  man,  awkwardly. 
"No,  I don't  have  any  work  for  you  to  do  today,  but 
I'll  give  you  something  to  eat  if  you'll  just  come  in," 
answered  Lourelle  Oakes,  kindly. 

"But — er — you  see, — er — ,"  he  hesitated. 

"Oh,  I know  you  always  work  for  what  you  get; 
I know  you  aren't  begging  but  I haven't  anything  that 
you  can  do  today.  Come  on  into  the  kitchen,"  she 
commanded. 

Too  bewildered  to  reply,  he  stepped  into  the  hall 
and  followed  her  into  the  kitchen. 

"Lourelle  hasn't  changed,"  he  thought  silently  as  he 
trailed  behind  her  slender  graceful  figure,  "but  I 
guess  I've  changed  a good  bit.  She  thinks  I'm  a — " 
"You  sit  over  there,"  Lourelle  commanded,  inter- 
rupting his  thoughts.  "I've  been  writing  in  here  and 
I'll  have  to  clear  off  the  table." 

"I  didn't  know  you  wr — ,"  he  commenced. 

"What  did  you  say?"  demanded  Lourelle,  hurriedly 
gathering  up  the  scattered  papers. 

"Oh  nothing,"  he  exclaimed,  stooping  to  pick  up 
a blank  sheet  that  had  fluttered  to  the  floor.  "Do  you 
write  very  much?"  he  inquired,  continuing. 

"I  publish  several  poems  a month  and  an  occasional 
short  story,"  she  indifferently  replied. 

"I'm  rather  fond  of  poetry,"  the  man  commented  as 
he  handed  her  the  blank  sheaf  which  he  had  retrieved 
from  the  floor.  "May  I read  some  of  your  poems?" 

"Why  yes  if  you  want  to.  Here's  a poem  that  I 
wrote  today.  It's  called  "Dust."  You  may  read  it  if 
you  wish,"  she  said  handing  him  a sheet  of  paper. 
"I  haven't  worked  over  it  yet — I probably  won't.  My 
publisher  doesn't  like  that  sort  of  thing,  so  it  wouldn't 
do  any  good  to  send  it  to  him." 

"Another  life-a  little  joy-a  little  sorrow- 
-the  end. 

Dust  particles  blown  about  in 


the  wind,"  Oakes  mused  aloud  as  he  finished  reading 
the  poem,  "But-er-that's  a pagan  thought." 

"Yes,  I know,"  the  woman  sighed  wearily,  "but 
after  all  isn't  that  all  there  is  to  life — just  dust?" 

"Of  course  there's  more  to  life  than — just  dust," 
the  man  ejaculated  vehemently. 

"I  used  to  think  so  too,"  asserted  Lourelle,  "but 
I don't  know  what  I think  now.  I wonder  sometimes  if 
I think  at  all." 

"But  you — ,"  he  began. 

"Don't  preach,"  Lourelle  cried.  "Besides  who  are 
you  to  preach  to  me?  Me  — Lourelle  Oakes?  You  ...  " 

And  without  waiting  for  an  answer  she  continued, 
"Seventeen  years  ago  I would — but  I'm  forgetting  your 
food." 

She  orossed  quickly  to  the  white  ice  box  and  took 
out  several  dishes  of  food  which  she  placed  on  the  table. 

"You  can  eat  now,"  she  told  the  man,  who  got  up 
mechanically,  walked  over  to  the  table  and  sat  down. 

Noticing  the  beans  on  the  table  the  man  said,  "Seven- 
teen years  ago  I could  have  eaten  those  beans  and 
enjoyed  them.  Today  I cannot  eat  one  little  bean." 
Noticing  the  quizzical  look  on  Lourelle' s face  he  added, 
"I  went  to  France — seventeen  years  ago." 

"I'm  sorry,"  said  the  woman  apologetically.  "I 
should  have  known." 

"Many  changes  can  take  place  in  seventeen  years," 
hinted  Oakes. 

"Yes,  that's  very  true.  Seventeen  years  ago  I was 
practically  unknown,  but  I was  happy;  today  — well. 
I'm  famous,"  shrugged  Lourelle  Oakes. 

Oakes,  watching  intently  the  face  of  the  woman  who 
was  his  wife,  saw  her  lips  quiver,  ever  so  slightly,  and 
her  eyes  lose  their  cynicism  as  she  began  again. 

"I  was  a bride  of  two  weeks,  seventeen  years  ago," 
she  told  Oakes.  "I  don't  know  why  I should  be  telling 
you  this.  I've  never  been  able  to  talk  about  it  even 
to  my  dearest  friends,  but  for  some  reason,  I want 
to  tell  you." 

"Go  ahead,"  urged  Oakes  gently. 

"I  was  married  in  the  little  chapel  of  St.  Genevieve — 
you  must  have  passed  it  on  your  way  through  town — 
exactly  seventeen  years  and  two  weeks  ago. 

"Stephen  carried  me  over  the  threshold  of  this  very 
house — "Sunnyside"  he  used  to  call  it,  but  since  he 
left  there's  been  very  little  sunshine." 

"And  in  two  months  he  sailed  for  France,"  broke  in 
Oakes,  seeing  that  she  could  not  go  on  just  then. 

"Yes,"  assented  the  woman,  controlling  herself  with 
(Continued  on  page  18) 


Fourteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"That's  Fagen's  new  approach,  he  gets  more  drive  that  way." 

"Punch  Bowl." 


Two  men  who  had  met  earlier  at 
a downtown  bar  and  had  too  many 
drinks  were  now  parting  in  a de- 
cidedly alcoholic  state. 

"And  if  you  should  forget  my 
name,"  said  one,  while  ponder- 
ously shaking  the  hand  of  the  other, 
"just  look  it  up  in  the  telephone 
book." 

— "Voo  Doo." 


A big  buck  Indian  had  just  ordered 
a ham  sandwich  at  a drug  counter 
and  was  peering  between  the  slices 
of  bread  when  he  turned  and  said  to 
the  waiter  "Ugh,  you  slice  'em 
ham?" 

The  waiter  looked  up  and  replied, 
"Yes,  I sliced  the  ham." 

"Ugh,"  grunted  the  Indian  in- 
dignantly, "you  damn  near  miss 
'em." 

- -"Awgwan." 


AND  WHY  NOT 

A Lawyer  and  a Chimpanzee 
Were  sitting  in  a Bongo  Tree 
Engaging  in  a guiet  chat 
Apparently  of  this  and  that 
And  all  the  passers-by  would  stare 
And  raise  their  hats,  and  scratch 
their  hair 

And  wonder  what  obscure  affair 
Could  so  engross  that  ill-matched 
pair. 

What  could  they  talk  about,  those  two? 

The  hairy  ape  from  Timbuctoo; 

The  lawyer,  who  is  just  the  sort 
To  speak  of  felony  and  tort 
But  not  the  type  of  person  who's 
Afraid  they'll  put  him  in  a zoo. 
And  yet  'twas  simple  as  could  be; 

The  subject  of  their  talk,  you  see. 
Was  this:  how  seldom  people  chance 
In  normal  life,  to  upward  glance 
And,  sitting  up  above  them,  see 
A lawyer  and  a chimpanzee 
Engaging  in  a quiet  chat 
Of  this  and  that. 

— "Harvard  Lampoon." 

The  palm  for  the  classic  true  story 
of  the  year  must  in  all  fairness  be 
awarded  to  the  tale  told  by  Prince- 
ton's "Tiger"  of  a freshman  student 
at  the  University  of  Nevada  by  the 
name  of  Thomas  T.  Charles.  Being 
a new  student,  he  must  sign  his 
name  in  numerous  places.  And  the 
keepers  of  the  records  are  generally 
rather  surprised,  to  say  the  least, 
when  in  their  drab  routine,  they 
come  upon  the  name,  "Chas.,  T.  T." 

— "Chaparral" 

AXIOM 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— "M.  I.  T.  Voo-Doo." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Fifteen 


"We'll  just  have  to  wait  until  this  blows  over." 

"Punch  Bowl" 


“THE  SPIRIT  OF  ’76“ 

Most  stupendous,  soul-stirring  spectacle  ever  filmed. 
A million  dollars  has  been  spent  on  this  magnificent 
picture  so  that  you  may  receive  the  supreme  thrill  of 
your  life.  Directed  by  the  world-famous  Cecil  De 
Flour. 

Acme  Picture  Corporation 
Office  of  the  Auditor 

Statement  of  costs  on  current  production,  "Spirit 


of  '76": 

15  authors  at  $0.50 $7.50 

George  Washington 22.19 

Benedict  Arnold 17.54 

Howe  (British  general) 14.00 

30  American  patriots 45.00 

Cont.  uniforms  (without  shoes) 20.00 

10  British  soldiers 15.00 

Betsy  Ross 14.06 

Nathan  Hale 14.00 

Rope  (22  feet) 2.42 

Drum,  fife  and  flag 16.00 

Two  records  ("America"  and  "Star- 

spangled  Banner") 1.50 

12  horses  at  $0.50  an  hour 30.00 

Film 74.50 

Miscellaneous 12.60 

Advertising 500, 000. 00 

Direction 499,693.69 


Total $1,000,000.00 


— "Penn  Punch  Bowl." 


He  said  that 

He  had  married  her-  - - 

For  love — 

And  every  one  believed  him- 
Until — 

She  left  her  shade  up — 

And  now  every  one  says — 

It  was  her — 

Money. 

— "Reserve  Red  Cat." 


"That's  the  spirit,"  cried  the 
medium  as  the  table  began  to  rise. 

— "Widow." 


Mug:  "Say,  I can  twist  this  little 
dial  and  get  New  York". 

Pug:  "That's  nothing.  I twisted  a 
little  dial  and  got  Sing  Sing." 

— "Showme." 


— "Penn  State  Froth." 


Sixteen 


THE  OLD  LINE 


"Mother,"  Dad  said,  'Tm  going 
to  find  out  what  Jackie  wants  to  be 
when  he  grows  up.  Watch." 

He  put  a ten-dollar  bill  on  the 
table;  it  represented  the  banker. 
Next  to  it  he  placed  a brand  new 
Bible,  representing  the  clergyman. 
And  beside  the  Bible,  he  placed  a 
bottle  of  whiskey,  representing  the 
bum. 

Mother  and  Dad  hid  where  they 
could  see  the  articles  on  the  table. 
Jackie,  whistling  happily,  entered 
the  room  and  spied  the  arrange- 
ment on  the  table.  He  looked 

around  to  see  that  he  was  alone. 
Satisfied,  he  picked  up  the  bill  and 
held  it  to  the  light,  and  replaced  it. 
He  fingered  the  pages  of  the  new 
Bible.  He  looked  around  once  more. 
Then,  he  guickly  uncorked  the  bottle 
and  smelled  the  contents.  And, 
in  a motion,  he  stuffed  the  bill  in 
his  pocket,  lodged  the  Bible  under 
his  arm,  grabbed  the  bottle  by  the 
neck,  and  slid  out  of  the  room, 
still  whistling. 

"My  goodness.  Mother,"  Dad  ex- 
claimed, "he's  going  to  be  a sena- 
tor!" 

— "Puppet." 


A traveling  salesman  was  regis- 
tering at  a small  hotel  and  a bed 
bug  crawled  slowly  across  the  page. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "I've  been  bitten 
by  all  sorts  of  bugs  in  hotels,  but 
this  is  the  first  time  I ever  saw  a 
bug  crawl  down  to  see  what  room 
I'll  be  in." 

— "Awgwan." 


"Pardon  me,  have  you  seen  a burglar  under  this  bed? 

— "Penn  State  Froth." 


One  cold  and  rainy  day  three 
thousand  years  ago,  Aesop  stood 
shackled  before  42,031  armed  Roman 
soldiers.  He  raised  his  hands  to 
command  silence,  drew  himself  up 
to  his  full  height,  looked  them 
sguarely  in  the  eye  and  uttered 
these  immortal  words: 

"Hi,  Elmer!" 


"A  burglar  broke  into  our  so- 
rority house  last  night." 

"What  did  he  get?" 

"Practice." 


PARABLE 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— "Yale  Record." 


"Rice  Bowl." 


"Punch  Bowl." 


THE  OLD  LINE 


HAPPINESS  AHEAD 

The  charlatan  looked  intently  into 
the  crystal  golbe.  The  dubious 
customer  was  also  looking  into  the 
glass  ball  and  concentrating  as  re- 
guested. 

"You  are  going  on  a long  trip  very 
soon,"  the  mystic  said. 

"The  boss  never  lets  me  get  away 
for  more  than  a few  days.” 

"Quiet!  You  shall  fall  in  love  with 
a tall  dark  woman  and  marry  her 
within  a fortnight." 

"What'll  my  wife  say  to  that?" 

"Shh,  concentrate!  I can  see  a 
failure  which  will  come  as  a terrific 
shock  to  you.  Yes  it  is  your  bank." 

"But  I don't  keep  any  money  in 
a bank." 

"Be  still!  Within  a short  time 
someone  will  choke  your  mother- 
in-law." 

"Man  you're  a genius!" 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


GO  ON,  READ  IT 

When  you  see 
Something  like  this 
Dragging  all  the  way 
Down  the  page 
In  a college  magazine, 

Be  assured, 

It's  only  there 
Because  they  have 
Nothing  funny, 

Or  clever. 

Or  smooth 
To  fill  the  space. 

— "Sour  Mash." 


The  Duke  of  York 
Removed  the  cork 
And  filled  up  the  flagon; 

The  label  read 

T revedentscherreinerweuscchuch- 
engenachte. 

So  now  he's  on  the  wagon. 

— "Epitome." 


MYSTIC? 

People  from  all  over  the  country 
came  to  consult  the  great  mystic. 
However,  no  one  ever  was  allowed 
to  see  him  in  person.  A servant, 
upon  the  payment  of  a stipulated 
fee,  would  go  into  his  master's 
room  and  ask  the  guestion  that  the 
customer  had  reguested. 

A worried-looking  middle-aged 
woman  came  in  one  day  and  after 
waiting  in  line  for  perhaps  an  hour 
was  permitted  to  ask  the  great  one 
her  question  through  the  servant. 

"Will  my  husband  return  to  me?" 
she  asked. 

The  servant  went  into  the  sanctifed 
room  and  returned  within  a few 
moments.  "My  master  says  he  will 
return,  but  I say  he  won't,"  he  said. 

"Ha!  Ha!  What  do  you  know?” 
she  replied  and  left,  humming  joy- 
ously. A year  later  the  same  woman 
returned  with  the  same  worried 
expression  on  her  face,  asked  the 
same  question  and  received  the 
same  answer  with  the  servant's  own 
addition,  "But  I say  he  won't." 
This  occurred  for  three  successive 
years  and  when  the  woman  returned 
for  the  fourth  time  and  received  the 
same  answer  with  a similar  qualifica- 
tion by  the  servant,  enraged,  she 
cried,  "How  can  you  constantly 
contradict  the  prediction  of  your 
master?" 

"Madam,”  he  replied,  "I  can  see 
you." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


SAYING 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— "Princeton  Tiger." 


Why 

Process- Aging 

enriches  the  flavor 
and  aroma  of  this 
fine  Pipe  Tobacco 


Prove  it  at  our  Risk 


AGING  enhances  the  flavor  and  bou- 
JAl  quet  of  ttne  wines.  The  same  is 
true  of  tobaccos. 

As  every  tobacco  expert  knows,  pipe 
tobacco  can  be  rushed  through  the  plant 
and  save  big  sums  of  money.  It’s  pipe 
tobacco,  but  it  is  not  Edgeworth. 

Edgeworth  is  Process- Aged,  a method 
as  vital  to  these  fine  tobaccos  as  aging  is 
to  fine  wines.  Process- Aging  requires 
twelve  steps,  each  under  laboratory  con- 
trol. It  takes  4 to  7 times  as  long  as 
might  seem  necessary.  But  in  no  other 
way  can  we  guarantee  that  Edgeworth 
will  not  bite  the  tongue. 

If  Edgeworth  is  not  the  most  deli- 
cious pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked  or 
if  it  bites  your  tongue,  your  money  will 
be  cheerfully  refunded. 

NOTE:  There  are  three  kinds  of 
Edgeworth  for  you  to  choose  from: 

1 —  Edgeworth  Ready- Rubbed — a cool, 
long-burning  tobacco  preferred  by  sea- 
soned smokers. 

2 —  Edgeworth  PlugSlice  forthe smoker 
who  likes  to  crumble  the  tobacco  in  his 
hands  until  it’s  just  right  for  him. 

3 —  Edgeworth  Jr.  — the  same  tobacco 
also  Process-.4ged,  but  cut  for  a milder, 
more  free-burning  smoke. 


Please  accept  50c  Gold  Plated  Collar  Pin  for 
only  10c  when  you  Imy  Eilgeworth.  Merely 
send  inside  white  wrapper  from  any  tin  of 
Edgeworthwithyournameand  address  and  10c 
to  Larus  & Bro.  Co..  Dept.  300.  Richmond.  Va. 

EDGEWORTH 

EDGEWORTH 


THE  OLD  LINE 


DUST 

(Continued  from  page  13) 


Eighteen 


"ITl  give  him  a hot-foot  he'll  never  forget." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


A simple  countryman  saw  a gaudy-plumaged  parrot 
on  the  roof  of  his  cottage. 

He  climbed  to  capture  it. 

The  parrot  looked  at  him  and  said  sharply,  "What 
do  you  want?" 

The  countryman  touched  his  cap,  "Beg  pardon,  sir. 
1 thought  you  were  a bird." 

- "Vancouver  Province." 


Sign  in  a public  dance  hall; 
not  dancing." 


"He  who  hesitates  is 
— "Growler." 


EPITAPH 

She:  "Tm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— "Maryland  Old  Line." 


Questioning  reporter  to  weary  celebrator;  "Are  you 
the  bridegroom?" 

Celebrator:  "Hell,  no,  I was  eliminated  in  the  semi- 
finals." 

— "Sour  Owl." 


an  effort,  "he  went  to  France,  and  with  him  went  all 
the  love  and  adoration  that  it  was  possible  for  one 
person  to  have  for  another,  all  the  hopes  and  all  the 
plans  that  I had  cherished  through  the  years — Stephen 
and  my  heart  and  soul  went  to  France  and  . . . and  ..." 

Her  voice  trailed  off  into  space. 

"And  he  didn't  come  back,"  finished  Oakes. 

"No,"  she  agreed,  gaining  control  of  herself.  "He 
didn't  come  back.  He  never  saw  his  son — an  auto- 
mobile accident  last  year,"  she  added,  as  if  answering 
a guestion  which  she  seemed  to  read  in  the  pained 
and  troubled  eyes  of  the  tramp. 

"Oh,  Mother  of  God!"  groaned  Oakes  inwardly, 
"why  didn't  I come  back  to  the  States?" 

"No,  he  never  came  back,"  Lourelle  went  on,  as  if 
she  got  a certain  amount  of  satisfaction  out  of  the 
words  themselves. 

"Stephen  II  never  saw  his  father.  I told  him  he  was 
killed  in  Flanders.  He  loved  him,  though,  just  as  I 
did.  Many  times  he  would  ask  me  if  he  resembled  his 
father,  and  I,  to  please  him,  would  say  yes.  He  didn't 
really  look  very  much  like  Stephen,  though.  Stephen 
was  tall  and  strong  and  handsome.  Everybody  loved 
Stephen,  and  Stephen  loved  everybody, — but  he  didn't 
come  back!"  she  cried  bitterly. 

"Little  Stephen  was  more  like  me;  he — but  then  you 
wouldn't  be  interested  in  hearing  any  more,  I'm  sure," 
concluded  Lourelle  Oakes. 

At  this  Stephen  Oakes  winced  but  said  nothing. 

"She  loved  me,"  he  thought  wildly.  "She  bore  my 
son,  looked  after  him,  cared  for  him,  loved  him,  only 
to  lose  him  last  year.  And  I,  whose  memory  she  cher- 
ishes, didn't  come  back!  I was  in  love  with  piguant 
little  Simonne,  selfish  little  creature,  so  much  like 
myself." 

"No,  Stephen  Oakes  didn't  come  back.  He  died 
in  France!" 

"I'm  sorry.  Misses  Oakes,"  he  mumbled  aloud. 
"I'm  sorry  about  your  folks.  I guess  I'd  better  be 
gettin'  on  now.  I've  got  a long  ways  ter  go — a long 
ways  ter  go  . . . (The  worst  tramps  don't  say  'thank 
you',  do  they?)" 

With  these  words,  Stephen  Oakes  made  his  way  to 
the  front  of  the  great  white  house,  pausing  to  look 
neither  to  the  right  nor  the  left,  and  crossed  the  threshold 
of  his  home  for  the  last  time. 

"Goodbye,  Misses  Oakes,"  he  called  without  turning. 
(She  might  not  understand  if  she  saw  tears  trickling 
down  the  cheeks  of  an  uncouth  tramp.) 

"Goodbye,  Stephen  Oakes,"  said  his  wife,  too 
softly  to  be  heard.  "Even  dust  can't  be  second  best." 

— "Georgia  Arch." 


I 


THE  OLD  LINE 


Nineteen 


Boss:  "Late  again!” 

Clerk:  "Well,  my  wife  presented 
me  with  a baby  last  night.” 

Boss:  "She  would  have  done  a lot 
better  with  an  alarm  clock.” 

Clerk:  "Come  to  think  of  it,  that 
would  have  been  quite  an  achieve- 
ment.” 

- "Yellow  Jacket.” 

A deer:  "Well,  so  long,  girls;  the 
keeper  is  taking  me  over  to  another 
cage  tonight.” 

Another:  "What  for?” 

The  deer:  "Oh,  just  to  have  a 
little  fawn.” 

- "Widow.” 


Bash:  "Say  this  story  can't  be 

printed.  It  says  here  that  the  heroine 
was  nude.” 

Tuttle:  "That's  all  right.  I cover 
her  with  remorse  in  the  next  para- 
graph.” 

— "Ink  Sense.” 


If  all  students  who  slept  in  class 
were  placed  end  to  end  they  would 
be  much  more  comfortable. 

- -"Maroon  Bee.” 


Don't  forget  the  Scotsman  who 
called  up  his  sweetheart  to  find  out 
what  night  she  was  free. 

— "Yellow  Jacket.” 


Notice  outside  Rummage  Sale: 
"Ladies'  Auxiliary,  having  cast  off 
clothes,  now  invite  inspection.” 

— "Exchange.” 


Drunk  (looking  down  at  moon's 
reflection  in  water):  "Say,  what's 

that  I see  down  there?” 

Cop:  "It's  the  moon.” 

Drunk:  "Well,  how  in  hell  did  I 
get  way  up  here?” 

- - "Widow.” 


Little  Audrey's  father  shaved  her 
chow  dog  completely,  leaving  only 
a short  strip  of  hair  for  a mane. 
But  Audrey  cackled  with  glee,  be- 
cause she  knew  her  mother  didn't 
care  for  chow  mane. 

- "Blue  Jay.” 


A groggy  passenger  was  en  route 
from  London  to  Wimbly-on-Avon. 
He  had  fallen  asleep,  when  the  train 
came  to  a sudden  stop.  Aroused,  he 
turned  to  a fellow  passenger  and 
asked:  "Is  this  Wimbly?” 

Fellow  passenger  (also  mebbe 
slightly  full  of  bottled  pep):  "Nope, 
thish  ish  Thurshday.” 

Another  F.  P.  (a.  m.  s.  f.  o.  b.  p.): 
"So'm  I.  Lesh  all  have  a drink.” 

— "Exchange.” 


"What  do  naughty  Egyptian  girls 
become?” 

"Mummies.” 

— "Ram-Buller.” 


"You're  losing  weight,  Kate.” 

"I  didn't  know  you  were  a weight- 
guesser,  Joe.” 

"I'm  not,  but  I studied  the  Braille 
system.” 

- "Bored  Walk.” 


"Hello!  Hello!  Is  this  the  ma- 
ternity ward?” 

"Yes.” 

"Do  you  deliver  babies?” 
"Uh-huh.” 

"Well,  I'm  staying  at  the  Ritz 
with  a friend  of  mine.  Send  over  a 
couple.” 

— "Owl.” 


APOTHEGM 

She:  "I'm  perfect.” 

He:  "I'm  practice.” 

— "Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl.” 


Westyle  FruhauJ 

Clothes  Clothes 

• DOBBS  HATS  • 


THE  WEST  LABEL 

in  your  clothes  and 
haberdashery  means 
you  appreciate  real 
quality  and  authentic 
style. 


Sidney  West,  I nc. 

1 4th  and  G 
Washington,  D.  C. 

EUGENE  C.  GOTT,  President 


Ifs  a Maryland 
Tradition! 

.After  the  game,  in  the 
evening,  at  lunch,  at 
a n y and  all  t i m e s 
Marylanders  get  to- 
gether you’ll  find  them 
at  the  Varsity  Grill — 
newly  renovated.  Your 
school  spirit  cannot  he 
par  until  you  are  a reg- 
ular patron. 

The  Varsity  Grill 

E.  F.  ZALESAK,  ’25,  Proprietor 
Deliveries  after  8 p.  m. 

Berwyn  300 


Twenty 


THE  OLD  LINE 


^tanbarb 

Cngrabmg 

Companj> 

SUPPLIES  A DISCRIMINA- 
TING CLIENTELE  WHO 
DEMAND  HIGH  GRADE 
HALF  TONE  AND  LINE 
PLATES  IN  ONE  OR  MORE 
COLORS 

B 


1212  19th  Street,  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 


THE  NEW  LINE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

College  Junior:  You  flunk  Bus. 
Ad.,  Econ.,  Math.,  Mechanics  and 
Physics. 

College  Senior:  You  fall  in  love 
with  a girl  with  pretty  yellow  curls 
and  marry  her.  At  this  point  you 
discover  that  you  haven't  learned 
anything  at  all  during  your  life. 
Your  wife  is  the  first  to  discover 
this.  You  begin  to  hate  all  girls 
with  pretty  yellow  curls.  You  swear 
you  will  never  look  at  a girl  with 
pretty  yellow  curls. 

One  Year  after  College:  You  have 
a daughter.  She  has  the  loveliest 
yellow  hair — naturally  curly. 

— "Kitty  Kat." 


By  the  circuitous  route  of  the 
"West  Point  Pointer",  we  hear  this 
story  concerning  Los  Angeles's  famed 
Wilshire  Boulevard,  the  Fifth  Avenue 
of  the  West,  and  its  egually  famed 
Wilshire  busses. 

Passengers  noted  that  at  freguent 
intervals  the  conductor  would  walk 
forward  in  the  bus  and  dangle  a 
piece  of  string  in  the  face  of  the 
driver.  Whereupon  the  driver  would 
utter  profanity  terrible  to  hear.  At 
length  one  curious  soul  ventured  to 
inguire  of  the  conductor  what  it 
was  all  about. 

The  conductor  answered  in  a 
whisper,  "Oh,  his  father  is  gettin' 
hung  tomorrow  and  I'm  just  kiddin' 
him  a little." 

— "Chaparral" 


People  in  the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains 
live  in  spots  almost  inaccessible, 
where  there  are  no  roads  and  travel 
of  any  kind  is  extremely  difficult, 
but  this  disturbs  them  little,  as  they 
have  no  occasion  to  leave.  A 
stranger,  finding  himself  in  one  of 
these  spots,  asked  a native,  ' 'My 
friend,  how  should  I go  from  here  to 
Knoxville?"  The  native  was  puzzled, 
and,  scratching  his  head  for  inspira- 


tion, said,  "Well,  stranger,  if  I was 
going  to  Knoxville,  I think  I would  go 
up  this  here  holler  until  I came  to 
an  old  wood  road;  no,  if  I was  goin' 
to  Knoxville,  I'd  go  down  the  valley 
and  go  up  the  first  left-hand  branch, 
no,  you  couldn't  get  through  there. 
To  tell  the  truth,  stranger,  if  I was 
goin'  to  Knoxville  I wouldn't  start 
from  here." 

— "Yale  Record." 


KID  STUFF 

We  aren't  particularly  fond  of 
stories  about  little  children,  but 
here's  one  that  may  have  some  merit. 
It  seems  that  this  particular  little 
boy  had  a dog  named  Laddie  of 
whom  he  was  very,  very  fond  indeed. 
In  fact,  he  felt  the  same  affection  for 
the  dog  that  he  would  for  a brother. 
(Please  don't  misunderstand  us.) 
Anyway,  the  poor  beast  (the  dog, 
we  mean;  we  seem  to  be  getting 
all  mixed  up  here  somehow)  un- 
fortunately happened  to  die  one  day. 
The  little  boy's  mother  knew  that 
her  son  would  be  all  broken  up 
when  he  heard  of  the  tragedy,  and 
after  wondering  what  was  the  best 
way  to  break  the  news  to  him,  de- 
cided that  a direct  statement  of 
fact  would  be  best.  Therefore  she 
approached  him,  and  announced  in 
solemn  tones,  "Son,  your  Laddie 
is  dead." 

The  boy  seemed  singularly  un- 
moved by  this.  He  went  right  on 
playing  as  if  nothing  had  happened, 
without  showing  a sign  of  emotion. 
The  mother  wondered  at  this,  and 
decided  she'd  better  try  again. 
"Don't  you  understand?"  she  said, 
"your  dog.  Laddie,  is  dead." 

At  this  the  boy  burst  into  tears. 
"Oh,"  he  bawled,  "I  thought  you 
said  'Daddy'." 

- "Widow" 

APHORISM 

She:  "I'm  perfect." 

He:  "I'm  practice." 

— "Colorado  Dodo." 
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every  flattering  consideration  in  style  and 
comfort  that  smart  Washington  knows. 

RICH’S 

F STREET  AT  TENTH 
WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


DRIVE-IN 

at 


Where  you  may  enjoy  fine  food 
and  refreshing  drinks. 

Served  in  your  car. 
WASHINGTON  BALTIMORE  PHILADELPHIA 


I 


What  a power-line 
"trouble-shooter'^ 
is  up  against 


A L TafFt  works  in  a maze 
X\.  of  high-voltage  wires. 
Around  him — 1 1,000  volts 
lurk.  A tense  job  that  will 
test  digestion  if  anything 
will!  Here’s  Al’s  comment: 
"Sure!  Working  among 
high-voltage  cables  isn’t 
calculated  to  help  one’s  di- 
gestion. But  mine  doesn’t 
give  me  trouble.  I smoke 
Camels  with  my  meals  and 
after.  Camels  set  me  right!  ” 


Make  Camels  a part  of 
your  dining.  Smoking  Cam- 
els speeds  up  the  flow  of 
digestive  fluids  — alkaline 
fluids.  Being  mild,  Camels 
are  gentle  to  your  throat  — 
better  for  steady  smoking. 


HEAR 

JACK  OAKIE’S 
COLLEGE 


WELCOMES  A "LIFT." 

"I  have  my  hands 
full,”  remarks  Mrs. 
Richard  Heming- 
way, housewife. 
"When  I feel  tired, 
I smoke  a Camel 
and  get  the  grand- 
est 'lift’  in  energy.” 


PRIZES  HEALTHY 
NERVES.  Fred  Ja- 
coby, Jr.,  National 
Outboard  Cham- 
pion, says:  "I 

s moke  Camels 
regularly.  They’re 
mild  — and  never 
get  on  my  nerves.” 


A gala  show  with 
“President”  Jack 
Oakie  in  person.  Fun 
and  music  by  Holly- 
wood comedians  and 
singing  stars!  Tues- 
days— 8:30  pm  E.S.T. 
(9:30  pm  E.D.S.T.), 
7:30  pm  C.S.T.,  6:30 
pm  M.S.T.,  5:30  pm 
P.S.T.,  over  WABC- 
Columbia  Network. 


Copyright,  1937,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 
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COSTLIER  TOBACCOS  — Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE  EX- 
PENSIVE TOBACCOS — Turkish  and  Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 


C«n*w  arc  maaa  from 
finar,  MORE  EXPENSIVE 
TOBACCOS  •Turitish 
and  Domastk  than  any 
olhar  poptilar  brand. 


VpKlD's 

T/TIES:  national 

^ yiARS...U.S.  NATIONAL 

Dinner  in  3 Olympics 


"I  put  great  emphasis  on  good  digestion," 
says  Dorothy  Poynton  Hill,  Camel  Smoker 

IT'S  a long  way  down  when  I dive  from  the  high  board,”  Dorothy 
continues,  " — you  can  see  why  I enjoy  Camels  'for  digestion’s  sake.’” 
Mealtimes  (right\,  and  between  meals,  too,  Dorothy  prefers  Camel’s 
mildness.  ''I’ve  found  that  Camels  never  jangle  my  nerves,  or  upset  my 
physical  condition, ’’  she  says.  By  speeding  up  the  flow  of  digestive 
fluids  and  increasing  alkalinity.  Camels  give  digestion  a helping  hand. 


Copyright,  1937,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company.  Winston*Sa1 


“JACK  OAKIE’S  C0LLEGE”-A  gala  show  with  Jack 
Oakie  in  person!  Benny  Goodman’s  "Swing”  Band.’ 
Hollywood  comedians  and  singing  stars!  Tuesdays — 
8:30  pm  E.  S.T.  (9:30  pm  E.  D.  S.'T.),  7:30  pm  C.  S.T., 
6:30  pm  M.  S.T.,  5:30  pm  P.  S.T.,  over  WABC-CBS. 


INFORMATION  CLERK  in 

Grand  Central,  New  York. 
Ray  Jones  says:  "Smoking 
Camels  helps  keep  my  diges- 
tion on  the  right  track.” 


COWPUNCHER  Hardy  Mur- 
phy, from  Oklahoma,  says: 
"As  a cowhand,  1 take  what 
chuck  1 get  and  count  on 
Camels  to  ease  my  digestion.” 


TOK  VfG^ST/ON'S  SAKSSMOKB  CAMBiS 


DEDICATION 


To  all  our  friends  and  enemies  of  the  last  four 
years:  to  our  professors,  our  Deans,  and  Mr. 
Fogg;  to  the  funniest  publication  on  the 
campus.  The  Diamondback,  and  its  rival  in 
news  timeliness.  The  Terrapin;  to  our  faculty 
adviser,  our  printer,  and  our  engraver ; to  the 
memory  of  eight-twenties,  Rossbourgs,  and 
evenings  spent  in  the  Grill ; to  the  coeds  we 
don’t  like  to  date  and  the  Midshipmen  they 
don’t  like;  to  all  of  the  honorary  fraternities 
and  the  suckers  therein;  to  Mr.  Eppley,  Miss 
Edith,  and  the  frequently  patient  switchboard 
operators;  to  Litschert  and  Allison  and  Tax, 
who  were  not  content  to  rest  in  the  grave,  and 
to  our  staff  members,  who  were;  to  the  other 
funny  college  magazines,  particularly  The 
Froth  and  the  Pelican;  to  the  Roosevelt  Hotel, 
the  Greyhound  Bus  Lines,  the  Florence  State 
Teachers’  College,  and  Dale  Patterson;  and 
above  all,  to  the  sleep  we  didn’t  get  and  never 
missed,  and  the  jokes  the  campus  didn’t 
get  and  wouldn’t  have  missed,  we,  the  weary 
and  disillusioned  editorial  board,  dedicate 
this,  the  final  issue  of  the  OLD  LINE. 

And  to  next  year’s  staff:  Don’t  say  we  didn’t 
warn  you. 
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Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than 
a grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  where  your  funny 
bone  can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life 
Saver  flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke 
submitted  each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of 
this  publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke 
submitted  is  reserved.  All  Editors’  decisions  are 
final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  wdth  it. 

This  month's  winner  is 
ANN  CARVER 
117(0  submitted  the  following: 

"Have  a drink?” 

"Sir,  I am  a Theta  Chi.” 

"Oh,  pardon  me.  Have  the  bottle!” 


Farmer: 

"Be  this  the  Woman's  Exchange?” 

Woman: 

"Yes.” 

Farmer: 

"Be  you  the  woman?” 

Woman: 

"Yes.” 

Farmer: 

"Well  then,  I think  I'll  keep  Maggie.” 

Prof:  "I'm  sorry  I must  hold  you  after  class.  Miss 

Van  DeVere 

Miss  DeV. 

: "Please,  professor,  let's  keep  it  platonic.” 

— "Bored  Walk” 

Buying  a 

car  is  just  like  getting  married.  Once  you 

get  the  license  you  can  go  as  far  as  you  like. 

— "Sour  Owl” 


Many  a man  has  made  a monkey  out  of  himself  by 
reaching  for  the  wrong  limb. 


— "Whiz  Bang” 
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"How's  business?" 

"On  the  rocks." 

"Too  bad.” 

"Oh,  no.  I build  lighthouses.” 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


HOW  GRAND 

There  once  was  a girl  called  Anna, 

Who  hailed  from  the  town  of  Havana. 

She  had  beautiful  hair 
And  her  face  was  so  fair. 

But  her  legs  came  off  a piano. 

— "Cornell  Widow." 


"Know  anything  about  Latin  syntax?” 

"Don't  tell  me  they  had  to  pay  for  their  fun,  too!" 

— "Sundial." 


"My  husband  talked  in  his  sleep  last  night." 
"Well,  what  does  that  make  me?" 

"His  ex-secretary." 

— "Siren." 


Burlesque  is  said  to  be  the  place  where  the  phrase 
"Backfield  in  motion"  originated. 

— "Mountain  Goat.” 


FOR  SCRATCHING  HIS  BACK 


Lots  of  guys  have  good  looking  girls,  but  it's  the 
ice  man  that  has  his  pick. 


- ""Puppet." 


YOUR  NECK 

Dear  Mr.  Palmolive: 

I bought  a tube  of  your  shaving  cream.  It  says 
no  mug  required.  What  shall  I shave? 

Yours  truly, 

Oscar  Zilch. 

— "Analyst." 


"Say,  mister,  what  time  is  it?" 

"'Bout  Tuesday,  I'd  say." 

"No,  what  hour?  I have  to  catch  a train." 

"Aw,  Tuesday's  close  enough.  There  ain't  no  train 
'til  Saturday,  anyhow." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"Djitter,  djitter,  djitter — right  back  atcha!" 

Courtesy  Arizona  Kitty-Kat 
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By  Pyke  Johnson 


IT  has  come  upon  me  with  a sudden 
rushing  awareness,  this  realization 
of  what  my  four  years  here  at  Mary- 
land have  really  meant  to  me.  And 
I have  found  some  meaning  in  my 
stay  here.  It  is  a different,  new 
meaning,  and  it  is  old  and  familiar. 
Only  because  it  is  so  personal  can  it 
possibly  be  of  meaning  to  others. 
It  is  a meaning  that  gains  significance 
because  it  is  compounded  of  small, 
insignificant  things — sudden  sensa- 
tions, fleeting  impressions,  experi- 
ences half  forgotten  or  colored  with 
a new  light  by  the  passage  of  time. 

There  is  much  to  be  gotten  out  of 
college,  and  for  two  years,  failing 
to  realize  this,  I attended  classes 
faithfully  and  did  nothing  else.  I 
have  since  heard  people  actually 
speak  of  the  advantages  of  day- 
dodging,  and  have  smiled  pityingly 
to  myself.  Out  of  those  two  years  I 
remember  only  the  winter  afternoons, 
when  the  long  line  of  cars  moved 
slowly  down  the  back  road  and 
westward  to  Chevy  Chase  and  Be- 
thesda.  The  softly  falling  flakes 
diffused  the  lights  of  the  cars,  and 
added  a gentle,  familiar  glow  to  the 
scene.  There  was  a magic  in  those 
afternoons  just  as  there  was  a magic 
of  a different  sort  on  the  early  spring 
mornings,  when  the  sun,  strangely 
high,  caused  an  unconscious  pres- 
sure upon  the  accelerator.  But, 
except  for  these,  there  was  nothing 
in  day-dodging,  nothing  but  the 
eating  of  hot  lunches  in  the  confusion 


of  the  Barbecue  or  the  eating  of  cold 
lunches  at  the  Dairy,  and  the  un- 
ending desire  to  get  away  from  school 
as  soon  as  possible. 

When  I moved  out  to  school,  I 
saw  Maryland  with  new  eyes.  There 
were  people  to  know,  things  to  do 
that  the  narrowing  influences  of 
day-dodging  had  never  permitted. 
There  were,  for  instance,  the  walks 
down  the  hill  on  winter  evenings, 
when  the  path  grew  suddenly  dark 
and  the  lights  in  the  stores  seemed 
friendly  and  reassuring.  There  were 
the  midnight  visits  to  the  Grill,  and 
the  exhilaration  of  the  walk  up  the 
hill  for  an  eight  twenty  class,  although 
the  pleasure  of  this  latter  experience 
was  probably  a negative  one. 


During  my  years  here  at  College 
Park  I have  heard  vaguely  of  a 
faculty  committee  that  has  to  do  with 
Student  Life.  They  tell  me  that  it 
has  the  final  say  on  many  vital  gues- 
tions,  such  as  the  desirability  of 
house  parties  and  the  unravelling 
of  publications  entanglements.  For 
myself,  I have  never  been  able  to 
become  greatly  aroused  over  its 
decisions.  To  me  it  has  always 
seemed  a particularly  futile  group. 
There  is  so  little  it  can  do  about  the 
really  important  things  in  student 
life.  What  has  it  to  do,  for  instance, 
with  the  fact  that  escaping  steam  from 
the  east  side  of  the  A.  and  S.  Building 
always  sounds  like  the  ringing  of  the 


twenty-after  bell?  And  can  it  keep 
the  house  lights  in  the  Auditorium 
from  casting  a shadow  resembling 
a pawn-brokers  symbol  while  the 
footlights  are  on?  And  what  can  it 
do  about  the  wind  that  whips  down 
from  the  north  across  the  path  up  the 
hill  from  the  Gym,  leaving  one 
breathless  and  tearful  on  arrival  at 
the  Library? 

If  the  Student  Life  Committee 
wanted  to  do  something  really  useful, 
it  could  take  steps  to  silence  some  of 
those  little,  insignificant  noises  that 
keep  one  from  studying  at  night:  the 
daily  blowing  out  of  the  boilers  at  the 
stroke  of  twelve;  the  cars  that  roar 
suddenly  out  of  the  darkness  and 
then  are  gone;  the  distant  playing  of 
a radio  in  a parked  car  on  a Spring 
evening;  the  strangely  poignant 
whistle  of  a train  and  the  guiet 
shaking  of  the  beds  in  the  fraternity 
houses  as  the  sound  of  the  whistle 
slowly  dies  out. 


But  this  has  been  merely  vague, 
meaningless  ramblings,  rambling 
couched  in  those  words  of  senti- 
mentality, which  are  so  closely  akin 
to  semi-mentality.  And  after  all, 
there  is  only  one  thing  that  can 
truthfully  be  said  of  any  one's  four 
years  here  at  Maryland,  and  that  is 
this: 

When  I enrolled  here  at  Maryland, 
I went  to  the  Freshman  Mixer,  the 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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WE  GO  TO  SCHOOL— VERY  FREE  VERSE 


1. 

I go  philosophy  class 
Professor  say: 

Sock-ratees  were  greatest 
philosopher; 

Sock-ratees  say: 

"I  know 

I no  know  nothin'. 

I have  good  idea 
I write  on  exam: 

"I  no  know  nothing." 
Professor,  he  are  big  hypocrite; 
He  give  me  "F." 

2. 

I go  music  class 
We  have  exam. 

Teacher  ask: 

Give  name  of  five  Italian 
Composer. 

I no  can  think  of  any 
I write  name  of  barber, 

Fruit  man,  shoemaker. 
Spaghetti  house  cook. 

And  Iceman. 

Professor  say  to  himself: 

This  boy  no  more  than  me 


He  must  be  very  smart 
He  give  me  "A". 

Ha,  Ha,  I am  smart. 

3. 

I go  lab,  class 
Boys  do  experiment 
I look  up  answer  in  book 
Then  work  backwards 
It  take  me  twice  as  long 
But  I fool  teacher. 

Ha,  Ha,  I smart. 

4. 

I go  Mili.  Sci.  class 
We  study  what  to  do 
In  case  we  are  in  war. 

Teacher  ask  guestion: 

What  you  supposed  to  do 
If  machine  gun  open  up 
Five  feet  in  front  of  you? 
Nobody  can  answer  right. 
Teacher  get  disgusted. 

He  say: 

You  are  dopes. 

Ain't  you  got  common  sense? 
You  take  gun  away  from  enemy 


And  shoot  him. 

He  smart  man. 

5. 

I go  Math  class 
Teacher  are  late 
I hide  chalk 

Teacher  no  can  write  on  board 
Maybe  he  will  call  off  class 
Teacher  come  in 
He  say: 

What,  no  chalk? 

We  will  have  exam. 

Teacher,  he  smart  man  too. 

6. 

I go  sociology  class 
Boys  fall  asleep 
Professor  knock  on  desk 
He  say: 

We  gonna  talk 
About  birth  control 
Whole  class  wake  up 
Then  professor  say: 

Next  month. 

Ha!  Ha!  That  are  good  trick. 

— "Medley" 


Student  who  gets  check  from  home 
on  Thursday  and  who  is  broke  on 
Saturday  will  exchange  small  loans 
with  student  who  gets  check  on 
Saturday  and  is  not  broke  until 
Thursday. 

— "Ad." 


She:  "Now  before  you  start  this 

ride  I want  you  to  know  that  I visit 
no  wayside  inns,  don't  drink,  smoke, 
or  flirt,  and  I expect  to  be  back  by 
10  o'clock." 

He:  "You're  mistaken." 

She:  "You  mean  that  I do  any 

of  those  things?" 

He:  "No,  I mean  about  starting 

this  ride." 


"We  all  ate  some — now  you  eat  some." 
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I DON’T  LIKE  TO  DATE  MARYLAND  MEN 

(Being  an  expose  of  the  oldest  game  in  the  world) 

Diamondback  please  copy 


I don't  like  to  date  Maryland  men.  I don't  think  that  I 
ever  shall;  for  probably  nowhere  on  this  spinning 
baseball  of  ours  is  there  such  a complete  collection  of 
the  least  noble  of  Nature's  noblest  creation.  If  men  are 
made  in  a workshop  somewhere,  turned  out  on  mach- 
ines, given  courage  at  one,  strength  at  another,  until 
they  come  down  the  assembly  line  completed  in  all  the 
models  that  we  find  them — if  men  are  created  that  way, 
then  all  Maryland  men  must  be  made  in  the  same  work- 
shop; and  the  machines  which  give  intelligence,  looks, 
polish  and  all  things  that  are  desirable  in  a man  must 
be  broken  down,  and  no  one  cares  enough  for  the 
finished  product  to  repair  them.  It  is  strange  that  in  a 
place  where  there  are  so  many  men,  two  to  every  one 
girl  they  tell  me,  it  is  impossible  to  find  one  which  is 
worthy  of  a second  glance,  let  alone  a second  date. 

It  has  been  said  that  when  supply  exceeds  demand 
one  of  the  inevitable  results  is  increased,  even  cut- 
throat, competition;  but  Maryland  men  have  evidently 
never  heard  this  postulate;  for  with  the  supply  of  men 
just  double  the  demand  for  them,  none  of  the  beneficial 
effects  of  competition  may  be  noted.  It  would  seem  to 
me  that  with  the  positive  knowledge  that  at  any  given 
time  only  one-half  of  all  the  men  of  the  campus  can  have 
dates,  each  one  would  try  his  best  to  be  as  desirable,  or 
at  least  as  presentable  as  possible.  But  do  they?  On 
the  contrary,  the  Maryland  man  who  is  at  all  times 
courteous,  well-dressed,  pleasant,  and  thoughtful  is 
such  a rare  exception  that  I have  yet  to  find  him. 
They  seem  rather  to  take  a strange  and  adolescent 
delight  in  appearing  on  the  campus  unkempt,  un- 
pleasant, and  thoroughly  unprepossessing. 

As  many  as  are  the  Maryland  men  I have  seen,  I 
have  yet  to  see  one  that  fulfills  what  I consider  the  three 
prime  reguirements  for  a desirable  man — intelligence, 
personality,  and  looks,  ranked  in  descending  order  of 
their  importance.  Winterset  an  amateur  ski  tour- 
nament indeed!  It  is  surprising  to  find  a Maryland  man 
who  has  heard  of — I did  not  say  read— Winterset, 
as  it  is  usual  that  he  should  have  the  impertinence  to 
think  that  when  he  mentions  it,  no  one  will  know  what 
he  is  talking  about.  The  Old  Line  male  bemoans  his 
fate  that  he  must  date  girls  who  can  neither  match  his 
brilliant  conversation  nor  follow  his  clever  wit;  could  he 
but  forget  his  conceited  self  for  a moment  he  would 
discover  that  the  girl  who  cannot  follow  conversation 
which  deals  chiefly  with  the  coming  class  elections  or 


the  relative  importance  of  the  next  lacrosse  game  is  as 
unusual  as  the  girl  who  finds  such  talk  entertaining. 

When  I speak  of  personality,  I refer  not  only  to  the 
word  in  its  Hollywood  sense,  but  connoting  as  well 
manners  and  all  those  little  things  commonly  referred 
to  as  polish.  I recently  heard  of  a young  man  on  the 
campus  who  stood  by  a door  and  opened  it  as  coeds 
approached.  He  complained  that  eleven  passed 
through  before  one  said,  "Thank  you;"  the  first  ten 
were  simply  struck  dumb  with  awe. 

As  for  looks  among  the  Maryland  male  population, 
well,  just  glance  about  you  the  next  time  you  walk 
across  the  campus.  No,  I don't  like  to  date  Maryland 
men.  I don't  think  I ever  shall.  I am  a Maryland  man. 
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IT  would  be  fitting,  he  thought,  for  the  Chewy  to  be 
part  of  his  plan.  That  Alum  Quarry  should  figure 
in  it  also  was  well-nigh  diabolical  in  its  irony.  His 
going  home  in  the  old  Chewy,  when  he  had  not  used  it 
for  months,  and  his  using  the  back  road  by  Alum 
Quarry  because  of  a detour  on  the  highway  seemed  to 
him  the  evocations  of  a definitely  planned  fatalism. 

He  had  been  reading  Young's  Night  Thoughts, 
and  one  point  stuck  in  his  mind  as  he  drove  along 
because  it  was  so  much  like  part  of  his  philosophy — 
it  was  something  about  the  sickle  of  the  moment.  He 
tried  to  remember  the  exact  words.  Yes,  this  was  it: 

Each  moment  has  its  sickle,  emulous 
Of  Time's  enormous  scythe. 

In  other  words,  life  consists  of  many  little  dyings.  Just 
as  we  die  completely  after  our  three  score  and  ten,  so 
we  die  partially  after  every  moment,  during  every 
action.  Everything  we  do  is  a minute  death.  While  we 
live  we  die,  and  the  grave  of  our  living  days  is  the  body 
just  as  the  tomb  is  the  grave  of  our  death. 


THE  SICKLE  ai 
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All  of  which,  of  course,  was  only  vaguely  in  his  mind  at 
the  time.  What  really  bothered  him  was  Mary.  He 
did  not  know  what  to  do  about  her,  about  them.  He  was 
driving  home  from  a date  with  her — another  one  of  those 
unfruitful  meetings  that  neither  enjoyed  any  more,  but 
which  neither  had  the  will  to  discontinue. 

The  old  Chewy  rattled  on.  He  remembered  the 
beautiful  nights  they  had  spent  in  it  in  the  past.  They 
had  followed  the  moon  in  this  old  Chewy.  For  one 
whole  summer  they  had  ridden  the  roads  to  the  moon, 
to  beauty,  to  love.  They  never  tired  of  riding;  love 
grew  and  flourished  and  seemed  as  interminable  as  a 
highway.  Of  all  the  places  they  had  gone.  Alum  Quarry 
was  still  a favorite  place  with  them. 

Alum  Quarry  was  so  named  because  of  the  sub- 
terranean stream  of  water  flavored  by  alum  that  the 
men  had  tapped  in  guarrying  out  the  sandstone.  The 
water  soon  filled  the  deep  hole  and  made  a natural 
swimming  pool.  He  and  Mary  often  swam  there. 

Several  persons  had  drowned  in  Alum  Quarry,  not 
while  swimming,  but  after  being  in  cars  on  the  steep 
slope  above  it;  if  the  brakes  happened  to  give  away,  the 
cars  would  coast  swiftly  down  the  slope  into  the  water. 

They  used  to  enjoy  swimming  there,  nevertheless. 
Tonight,  as  he  neared  the  place,  it  seemed  a long  time 
ago  when  they  drove  in  the  old  Chewy  and  walked 
over  the  hills  and  swam  in  Alum  Quarry.  Now  their 
love  was  in  the  dark  of  the  moon,  and  he  felt  that  it 
never  again  would  be  full.  They  rarely  had  good  times 
together  any  more;  they  just  sat  in  her  parlor  and  talked, 
talked  till  something  happened.  He  did  not  know  just 
what  was  wrong,  nor  exactly  how  he  felt — he  still 
loved  her,  but  he  did  not  like  her  very  much. 

When  they  first  began  guarreling  and  temporarily 
hating  one  another,  they  said  it  was  because  they  could 
not  really  have  each  other,  that  it  was  natural  they 
should  be  cross  and  bad  tempered,  things  being  as  they 
were.  They  could  only  see  and  hear  and  touch  one 
another,  and  that  was  not  enough.  Later  however, 
when,  though  things  got  worse  and  worse,  they  still  had 
to  see  each  other,  and  he  especially  was  just  as  amorous 
as  ever,  she  began  saying  things  like  "You're  just  plain 
over-sexed",  or  "all  you  love  me  for  is  my  physical 
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; attraction".  At  such  times  the  old  sex  argument  would 

' start,  he  in  defense  of  it,  and  she  reviling  it  as  unneces- 

I sary,  messy,  and  over-emphasized.  It  was  funny,  he 

thought,  how  they  used  to  talk  of  sex  as  though  it  had 
a life  of  its  own  and  hopped  about  like  a toad. 

However,  a few  spiteful  statements  made  tonight  by 
Mary  galled  him  more  than  this  whole  sex  business,  and 
it  was  these  he  thought  of  as  he  rode  home.  Mary 
recently  had  acguired  a habit  of  saying — in  the  middle 
of  a conversation,  after  a kiss,  or  out  of  a clear  sky — 
"You  don't  love  me  anymore."  Worse  yet,  she  would 
ask  the  guestion,  "Do  you  still  love  me?"  He  reflected 
that  probably  no  man  ever  loved  a woman  at  the  time 
he  was  asked  such  a guestion.  Mary  had  a way  of 
asking  it  in  the  manner  of  a threat  or  a dare — I dare 
you  to  say  you  don't  love  me."  That  made  it  all  the 
harder  to  refuse,  and  so  infuriated  him  the  more. 

He  felt  weak,  and  entirely  defeated.  He  did  not  care 
what  happened  to  him.  Nothing  was  worth  the  effort. 
Tonight  they  had  sat  in  opposite  corners  of  the  parlor 
and  glared  at  each  other  for  an  hour.  However,  they 
made  up  before  he  left,  and  kissed  goodnight.  They 
did  still  love  one  another. 

Yes,  but  there  was  always  unhappiness  and  mis- 
understanding. No  matter  how  they  tried,  they  could 
no  longer  make  love  beautiful.  They  just  were  not 
suited,  that  was  how  she  had  put  it  several  times.  Not 
suited?  Why  not?  In  general,  and  off-hand,  one 
would  say  they  were  perfectly  matched.  And  they 
were.  He  felt  that  they  were.  It  was  only  the  little 
things  that  bothered  them.  Little  differences,  little 
guirks  of  action,  little  words  would  rear  their  messy 
heads  and  spoil  the  smooth  clean  mirror  of  their  love. 
It  got  so  that  he  wished  he  could  call  back  one  of  those 
little  words,  one  of  those  tiny  actions,  one  thing,  and  be 
judged  irrevocably  by  it.  Since  tiny  things  were  piling 
up  to  make  a total  as  terrifying  as  one  huge  thing,  why 
not  take  some  particular  small  thing  as  final?  He 
wanted  to  be  tried  not  for  many  sins,  but  for  one. 

And  he  wanted  to  die  not  many  deaths,  but  one  death. 

The  old  Chewy  rattled  along  the  back  road  until  it 
came  to  Alum  Quarry.  He  turned  it  off  the  road  onto 
the  sandy  track  that  led  down  to  the  edge  of  the  guarry. 


With  the  car  resting  on  the  slope  that  ended  only  at  the 
bottom  of  the  guarry,  one  hundred  feet  below,  he 
stopped. 

Life  is  made  up  of  little  things,  he  thought.  It  were  a 
little  thing  to  roll  up  the  windows  of  the  car  and  lock  the 
doors.  Though  it  was  night,  the  sky  was  a tea-cup  blue. 

Fate  is  the  accumulation  of  infinitesimal  pieces  of 
futurity  in  the  present.  It  were  an  infinitely  tiny  thing 
to  release  the  hand  brake. 

Death  is  merely  a final,  complete  dying,  completely 
desirable  after  the  many  minute  dyings  of  the  moment, 
yet  is  itself  but  the  dying  of  a moment. 

He  would  raise  the  little  thing,  the  tiny  happening, 
the  minute  moment,  the  infinitesimal  piece  of  futurity, 
for  once  to  its  true  proportion,  make  it  as  grand,  as 
terrifying,  and  as  complete  as  the  final  accumulation, 
the  ultimate  piling  up,  of  millions  of  them. 

Yes,  that  is  what  he  would  do.  It  were  a small,  dis- 
gustingly tiny  thing  to  sit  unmoving  in  the  seat  of  the 
old  Chewy  as  it  gathered  speed  and  coasted  down  the 
slope  into  Alum  Quarry. 
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MORITURI  TE  SALUTAMUS 

(A  short,  short  story) 

BY  JERRY  HARDY 


Hate  you? 


N-No,  no,  I could  never  hate  you;  but  I have  learned  to  despise  my  love  for  you,"  said  she. 


replied  he  nonchalantly. 


and  love  was  dead. 


The  End 


I knew  a girl  named  passion 
I asked  her  for  a date. 

I took  her  out  to  dinner 
And  gosh:  How  Passionate. 


Young  Man:  "Sir,  I want  your  daughter  for  my  wife." 
Father:  "And  I,  sir,  am  not  willing  to  trade." 


Student  in  Car  (to  sweet  young  thing):  "Pardon  me 

■ — er — but — " 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  "No,  you've  never  met  me  at 

Palm  Beach,  Newport,  or  Saranac  Lake.  I wasn't  in 
the  Pullman  car  on  the  New  York  Express  last  Tuesday 
afternoon.  I know  I'm  good  looking  and  I'm  not  bashful. 
I'm  not  going  your  way  and  I wouldn't  ride  with  you  on 
a bet.  I didn't  ever  go  to  school  with  you;  I'm  not 
waiting  for  a street  car,  I don't  want  a lift  and  I know 
plenty  of  college  boys.  Furthermore,  I have  a 220 
pound  fiance  waiting  for  me.  Now,  were  you  going  to 
say  something?" 

Student  in  Car:  “Yes,  darn  it,  you're  losing  your 

underwear!" 

— "Froth" 


Preacher:  "Young  man,  don't  you  know  you  will 

ruin  your  stomach  by  drinking?" 

Drunkard:  "Oh,  thash  all  right;  it  won't  show  with 

my  coat  on." 


Some  people  wonder  what  the  Mormon  wedding 
ceremony  is  like.  It  is  something  akin  to  this: 

Preacher  (to  groom):  "Do  you  take  these  women  to 

be  your  lawfully  wedded  wives?" 

Groom:  "I  do." 

Preacher  (to  brides):  "Do  you  take  this  man  to  be 

your  lawfully  wedded  husband?" 

Brides:  "We  do." 

Preacher:  "Some  of  you  girls  in  the  back  will  have 

to  speak  louder  if  you  want  to  be  included  in  this." 

— "Judge" 


"Kiss  me  darling." 

"What  for?" 

"Don't  be  so  curious;  my  lips  itch." 
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WITH  A SONG  ON  MY  LIPS 

(A  sentimental  survey  of  the  song  hits  of  the  past  four  years) 

BY  CHARLES  B.  PECK 


Breathes  there  a man  with  soul  so  dead  who  never 
to  his  date  has  said,  'There  goes  our  song,"  who 
never  has  sighed  wistfully  as  he  listened  to  an  orchestra 
on  the  radio  play  an  old  popular  song  and  thought  of 
the  eternal  love  that  didn't  survive  the  Christmas 
vacation;  who  has  not  sung  in  some  current  favorite  the 
tender  words  he  could  not  phrase  himself?  For  it  is  the 
minutiae,  the  trivial  things  in  life  that  matter,  and  with- 
out the  popular  songs  of  the  last  four  years,  the  lives 
of  our  classmates  would  have  been  dull  and  empty 
indeed.  Perhaps  this  all-embracing  interest  in  popular 
songs  and  the  proportionate  interest  in  dance  bands 
that  is  its  inevitable  accompaniment  illustrate  a spiritual 
defalcation  among  the  members  of  the  present  gener- 
ation. Perhaps  they  are  signs  of  an  inherent  cultural 
emptiness.  We  don't  pretend  to  know  whether  they  do 
or  not.  But  we  do  know  that  the  songs  of  the  last  four 
years  have  meant  much  to  the  members  of  our  class,  and 
so  it  is  that,  without  too  much  extraneous  comment  we 
are  presenting  this  survey  of  the  songs  that  have  been 
popular  while  we  have  been  in  college. 

Let's  start  in  September  1933.  The  majority  of  us 
entered  college  at  this  time  even  though  some  of  our 
number  probably  first  matriculated  when  "Silver 
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Threads  Among  the  Gold"  was  swung  on  down.  At  the 
time  of  our  arrival  we  were  homesick,  and  every  song 
we  heard  reminded  us  of  the  boy  or  girl  back  home. 
A few  days  ago  the  one  and  only  had  sung  "Learn  to 
Croon"  into  your  ear.  It  was  now  that  you  began  to 
realize  that  ''Down  the  Old  Ox  Road"  was  "Down  the 
Old  Back  Road"  from  all  you  could  tell. 

However,  the  freshman  mixer  came  along,  and  that 
helped  with  newer  songs  which  did  not  tear  at  the 
heart-strings  . . . "The  Talk  of  the  Town",  "Annie 
Doesn't  Live  Here  Anymore",  "Love  is  the  Sweetest 
Thing".  At  last  college  was  starting,  and  gradually 
the  last  attacks  of  homesickness  wore  off  as  rushing 
season  and  football  season  progressed.  New  movies 
came  out  with  Bing  Crosby  singing  "Thanks",  Buddy 
Rogers  singing  "It's  Only  a Paper  Moon",  and  you 
singing  "The  Day  You  Came  Along"  into  the  ear  of  that 
cute  freshman  you  met  at  the  mixer.  Then  just  before 
Christmas  vacation  Reggie  Childs  played  at  a Rossbourg 
. . . "Tomorrow",  "Puddin'  Head  Jones",  Sweet 
Madness". 

After  our  first  holiday  we  came  back  to  school  and 
had  no  time  for  anything  but  preparation  for  final  exams. 
At  the  end  of  these  we  let  the  lid  off  at  the  mid-year 
Rossbourg  . . . "Savage  Serenade",  "Boulevard  of 
Broken  Dreams",  "Heat  Wave". 

Came  romance  into  our  souls  anew  as  winter  changed 
to  an  early  spring  with  its  "Little  Dutch  Mill"  and  Don 
Bestor's  arrangement  of  "You  Ought  to  be  in  Pictures" 
and  "Easter  Parade".  As  spring  was  changing  to  a 
summer  vacation  "Let's  Fall  in  Love"  made  our  hearts 
sink  at  the  thought  of  parting  from  these  buddina 
romances  for  three  months. 

Summer  frosted  many  of  these  romances  of  spring, 
but  if  yours  lasted,  and  you  two  got  together  during 
vacation,  these  songs  may  help  your  reminiscing  . . . 
"I  Never  Had  a Chance",  "All  I Do  is  Dream  of  You". 
"Here  Come  the  British",  "The  Very  Thought  of  You". 

Our  Sophomore  year  started  with  one  of  the  year's 
most  popular  tunes,  "Stars  Fell  on  Alabama".  The  first 
musical  comedy  of  the  season  was  "Life  Begins  at  8:40" 
which  gave  our  feet  a workout  with  such  hits  as  "You're 
A Builder  Upper",  "Fun  to  be  Fooled",  and  "Let's  Take 
a Walk  Around  the  Block".  The  tune-picture  of  the  fall 
was  "Siftin'  Pretty"  with  its  top-ranker  "Did  You  Ever 
See  a Dream  Walking?" 

The  Christmas  Rossbourg  featured  the  music  of  . . . 

(Continued  on  page  23) 
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WE  have  just  swung  into  the  gate  and  up  the  Hill, 
to  "seat  ourself  at  the  console  of  the  mighty 
Underwood"  once  more  ...  as  in  times  past,  when  it 
was  our  custom — or  shall  we  say  privilege — to  attempt 
in  our  humble  way  to  dash  off  a desultory  bit  . . . for 
your  pleasure. 

Perhaps  it  would  be  meet  to  offer  a bit  of  an  expla- 
nation here.  We're  nothing  but  an  alumnus  . . . two 
years  come  June  1 . . . and  for  divers  reasons  we  prefer 
to  identify  ourself  only  to  the  extent  of  our  by-line 
above — Testudo  the  Terp — since  those  of  you  who  do 
not  recognize  us  from  that  would  hardly  be  interested  in 
what  we  might  say  anyhow.  And  then  most  of  you  who 
do  recognize  us  will  thereby  be  prompted  immediately 
to  turn  the  page.  As  for  anyone  else  who  is  fool  enough 
to  read  this  after  what  seems  to  us  fair  enough  warning, 
always  remember  that,  next  to  an  alumnus  who  remi- 
nisces, a person  who  sermonizes  is  the  most  boring  of 
men — and  we're  apt  to  be  both  in  this  which  follows. 

Our  fit  of  reminiscing  and  sermonizing  was  inspired 
by  that  selfsame  ramble  "Into  the  Gate  and  up  the  Hill" 
tonight,  which,  while  not  our  first  since  graduation, 
seemed  to  strike  home  this  time  with  the  same  sort  of 
sensation  Ulysses  must  have  felt  when  he  wandered 
sadly  into  his  front  yard  after  twenty  years  of  taking  it  on 
the  chin  in  the  outer  world. 

Of  course  we  long  had  realized  that  the  old  order 
would  change  . . . that  the  good  old  days  would  pass  into 
pipe  dreams  with  the  departure  of  the  staunch  coterie 
with  whom  we  walked.  But  even  after  this  psycho- 
logical stiffening  our  return  tonight  caused  us — like 
Nehemiah  at  the  ruins  of  Jerusalem — to  weep  inwardly 
at  the  spectacle  of  once  lofty  traditions  in  ruffled  heaps, 
infested  with  the  bats  and  jackals  of  a coarse  modernity. 

It  was  bad  enough  when  this  campus,  in  all  its  bucolic 
brazenness,  labored  under  the  reputation  of  a "Cow 
College."  But  it's  a horse  of  another  hue  when  the 
country  bumpkin  tries  to  go  citified,  with  such  ludicrous 
results  cs  to  make  one  yearn  for  the  rustic  simplicity  that 
graced  the  College  Park  of  yore. 

On  our  very  first  trek  into  the  gate  and  up  the  Hill, 
back  in  '31,  we  were  immediately  impressed  by  what 
was  then  known  a the  "hello  habit."  And  on  going 
the  route  again  tonight,  we  were  not  only  impressed 
by  the  total  absence  of  the  "hello  habit,"  but  by  the 
passing  even  of  the  "Raise  the  eyebrows  habit"  as  well. 
If  that  be  sophistication,  Testudo  will  have  no  more  of  it — 
confound  you,  suh!  For  he  recalls  a day  when  the 
sophisticate  and  the  cold  personality  both  were  usually 
thawable  by  a gentle  warming  from  the  bottom  up. 


AROUND  THE  HILL 


By  TestudcfTe 


However,  that  was  at  the  time  when  the  sophomores 
were  qualified  to  instruct  the  freshmen  in  manners. 

And  about  that  booing  at  the  games  . . . Testudo 
actually  sympathizes  here,  for  if  long,  loud,  lusty  booing 
was  ever  justified,  it  was  at  the  last  two  squarings-off 
with  our  Franciscan  brethren  from  nearby  Washington. 
But  such  outbursts  are  so  like  a child  with  a tantrum — 
yelling  its  fool  head  off  for  something  which  is  utterly 
irretrievable.  Think  how  much  more  effective  it  would 
be,  if,  after  a truly  raw  decision,  the  erring  ref  were 
greeted  with  an  avalanche  of  deafening  silence,  which, 
in  order  to  overcome  the  applause  of  the  opposing 
stands,  were  continued  until  the  conclusion  of  the  bouts 
and  the  clearing  of  the  hall!  The  idea  has  possibilities. 
The  cheer-leaders  might  even  devise  a "mute  loco- 
motive," beginning  with  long,  slow  silence,  and  working 
up  to  a crescendo  of  fast,  furious  aphony,  the  whole 
interspersed  with  a few  well-timed  sub  silentio  shouts. 
That  would  fetch  him! 

But  to  continue.  We  thought  it  good  to  begin  our 
little  hill-top  Odyssey  with  a bite  to  eat  in  the  Boulevard's 
leading  chow-parlor  this  evening  and  you  Odysseen 
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what  we  seen!  For  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  place  was 
packed  with  dates  and  double  dates,  two  de-sensitized 
derelicts,  several  booths  removed  from  each  other,  were 
exchanging  a brand  of  barrack-room  ballads  and  crude 
jokes  that  would  have  been  in  poor  taste  at  a stag  party, 
and  in  a tone  loud  enough  to  awaken  a ''Moooo"  from 
one  of  Mr.  Z's  long-dead  hamburgers.  The  women 
present  either  giggled  sheepishly  or  pretended  deafness 
— which  was  guite  a pretense — while  their  escorts, 
for  the  most  part,  roared  approval.  That  sort  of  thing 
may  be  comme  il  faut  among  a bunch  of  Klondike 
Annies,  but  College  Park  is  a lot  nearer  civilization  than 
any  gold  fields — at  least  there  were  none  here  when 
Testudo  was.  And  blondes  must  be  a drug  on  the 
market  hereabouts  if  they  wait  for  gentlemen  to  prefer 
them. 

Of  course,  we'll  admit  that  the  1937  model,  cold- 
drawn,  drop-forged  coed  presents  an  odd  picture  on  a 
pedestal,  and  that  chivalry  began  backing  out  along 
with  the  discarding  of  the  bustle,  but  after  all,  and  old- 
fashioned  as  it  may  sound,  there's  no  denying  that  there 
is  a difference  between  the  sexes  which  reguires  a 
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=fjl  Ding  to  give  me  the  peanut  concession." 


modicum  of  respect  and  deference  in  order  to  insure 
domestic  tranquility  and  promote  the  general  welfare. 
In  fact,  Ol'  Testudo  is  in  favor  of  treating  'em  decently 
whether  they  like  it  or  not,  and  will  even  resort  to  cave- 
man tactics,  when  necessary,  that  honor  may  prevail. 

There's  also  that  "gotta  dance!"  complex.  Even  in 
our  day,  Diamondback  editorials  appeared  as  regularly 
and  as  inevitably  as  Final  Exam  schedules,  bewailing 
with  some  pride  and  a few  statistics,  Maryland's  out- 
rageous quota  of  dances  per  semester-hour.  The  place 
was  happily  referred  to  as  a State-endowed  country 
club,  whose  membership  boasted  more  dance  fans  than 
Sally  Rand's  wardrobe  . . . and  it  still  is — only  more  so. 

But  the  pace  is  beginning  to  tell.  Attending  a dance 
around  here  seems  to  have  become  such  painful  oper- 
ation that  few  will  submit  without  general  anaesthesia. 
Fortunately,  however,  that  old  Maryland  spirit  is  still 
here,  and  so  each  Friday  night  sees  scores  of  young 
martyrs  trekking  bravely  down  to  the  Gym,  ready  to  go 
not  only  under  the  knife,  but  under  the  operating  table 
as  well.  By  this  we  do  not  mean  that  we  of  the  old  order 
didn't  have  corking  good  dances,  but  most  of  us  knew 
our  limitations.  Honestly,  fellas,  a lot  of  you  are  going  to 
sober  up  some  day  to  find  that  what  you  thought  was  the 
Ritchie  Gym  was  only  a mirage! 

And  now  we  present  our  last  and  most  damning 
indictment,  saved  until  the  last  because  we  so  dreaded 
to  hear  your  quick  derision  fall.  You've  heard  it  many 
times  before  as  individuals,  but  coming  from  this  source, 
at  the  whole  group  of  you,  it  should  seem  bizarre  enough 
to  bolster  one  more  repetition.  It's  simply  this: 

Scholastically  and  academically,  this  school  is  blandly 
and  smilingly  moribund.  You  think  in  terms  of  A's  and 
B's;  you  take  only  such  doses  of  learning  as  are  pre- 
scribed, and  not  a drop  more;  and  in  your  spare  time 
(which  comprises  most  of  it)  you  study  the  pulps  and  the 
cinema  instead  of  going  on  from  where  your  textbooks 
leave  off. 

So  you  see,  that  in  spite  of  its  truck  gardens.  Junior 
Proms,  greenhouses,  glockenspiels,  new  buildings, 
athletics,  and  cows,  Maryland  is  still  more  or  less  just  a 
glorified  high  school.  And  not  one  of  you  can  deny  it! 


"What  shall  I do?"  wailed  the  sweet  young  thing. 
"I'm  engaged  to  a man  who  just  cannot  bear  children." 

"Well,"  remarked  a kindly  old  lady,  "you  mustn't 
expect  too  much  of  a husband." 

— "Gargoyle." 
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A WORD  TO  THE  DIAMONDBACK 

(Editorial) 

SEVERAL  weeks  ago  it  was  our  pleasure  to  attend  the  Student  Press  Conven- 
tion at  New  Orleans.  Much  of  the  business  of  that  convention  was  routine 
and  uninteresting,  but  there  was  at  least  one  speech,  made  at  the  concluding 
banguet,  that  we  believe  to  be  worthy  of  repetition  to  those  who  remained 
behind.  This  speech  was  the  one  given  by  Marshall  Ballard,  hard-boiled 
editor  of  the  New  Orleans  Item,  who  spoke  on  the  College  Newspaper. 

At  the  beginning  of  his  remarks,  Mr.  Ballard  asked  the  assembled  delegates 
whether  they  wanted  the  customary  pat  on  the  back  or  whether  they  were 
willing  to  hear  the  real  truth  about  themselves.  The  latter  was  called  for,  and 
Mr.  Ballard,  after  warning  that  what  he  was  going  to  say  would  probably  hurt 
a lot  of  people  and  would  certainly  prick  many  over-inflated  egoes,  proceeded 
to  tear  college  newspapers  up  one  side  and  down  the  other. 

Much  of  what  he  said  the  editor  directed  particularly  at  the  Tulane  Hulla- 
baloo, the  paper  with  which  he  was  most  familiar.  But  all  of  his  remarks  were 
applicable  either  directly  or  indirectly  to  the  University  of  Maryland  Diamond- 
back,  and  it  is  solely  in  the  spirit  of  friendliest  cooperation  that  we  are  passing 
them  along.  And  lacking  a verbatim  transcript  of  his  words,  we  are  endea- 
vouring in  this  editorial  to  paraphrase  in  our  own  words  the  main  points  of 
Ballard's  speech. 

In  the  first  place,  the  Diamondback  is  not,  strictly  speaking,  a newspaper  at 
all.  Every  bit  of  school  news  that  is  of  the  slightest  importance  is  printed  in  the 
Washington  or  Baltimore  papers  from  one  to  six  days  before  the  Diamondback 
comes  out.  This  deficiency,  common  to  newspapers  of  schools  located  near 
big  cities  is  attributable  not  so  much  to  the  deficiencies  of  the  paper's  staff,  as  to 
the  unfortunate  fact  that  the  paper  is  permitted  to  be  issued  only  once  a week. 

With  news  only  of  secondary  importance  in  the  paper,  the  need  for  good 
feature  columns  is  markedly  increased.  And  the  Diamondback,  which  once 
ranked  among  the  best  in  this  respect,  has  fallen  down  lamentably  of  late  in  its 
feature  department.  The  dirt  column,  for  instance,  which  was  formerly  well 
and  interestingly  written,  has  degenerated  into  a mere  retail  mart  of  campus 
gossip,  in  which  personal  grudges  are  only  too  often  indulged. 

But  dirt  columns,  however  written,  are  a necessary  evil  of  college  publi- 
cations, and  criticism  of  them  is  singularly  futile.  Of  more  far  reaching 
importance  is  the  charge,  to  which  the  Diamondback  must  perforce  plead 
guilty,  that  the  average  college  newspaper  ignores  at  every  turn  every  rule  of 
journalistic  ethics.  It  was  one  of  the  principles  upon  which  this  country  was 
founded  that  free  speech  should  be  granted  to  every  one.  And  a brief  glance 
at  the  Letters  column  of  any  metropolitan  daily  will  show  how  real  newspapers 
abide  by  this  unwritten  rule  of  journalism.  Things  are  different  in  the 
Diamondback,  however.  With  the  wonderful  bravery  of  anonymity  the  Dia- 
mondback has,  in  its  editorial  and  gossip  columns,  attacked  many  persons  and 
organizations  this  year.  Now,  this  is  well  and  good.  It  is  the  real  function  of 
any  newspaper  to  keep  us  all  on  our  toes  by  pointing  out  our  errors.  But  even 
the  Diamondback  is  liable  to  make  a mistake,  and  there  should  be  a chance  for 
any  person  who  has  been  criticized  to  present  his  side  of  the  story.  And  yet 
during  the  past  year  The  Open  Forum  column  has  virtually  passed  out  of 
existence. 

The  Diamondback  has  as  its  motto  "Of  the  students,  by  the  students."  If  the 
actual  practice  of  the  paper  is  to  be  any  criterion,  this  motto  should  read  “Of 
the  Diamondback,  by  the  Diamondback."  For  in  most  cases  where  editorial 
comment  has  been  involved  this  year,  the  Diamondback  has  run  counter  to 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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ALL  SECURE  UP  S/" 

FORWARD,  SK\PPER. 

NOW^ AS  I WAS/ 9/^vE  it,  JUDGE . 
SAVING...J  I bet  I BEAT  YOU 
IKJTO  IHE  WATER 


DINNER,  JUDGE  / SAM,THAT'S  \WHAT 
^ 1 WANT  TO  TELL 
YOU  ABOUT,  I'M 
RUNNING  LOW  ON 
MY  PRINCE  ALBERT, 
AND  MUCH  AS 
I LIKE  THIS  TRIP... 


HO-HO-HO/  SO 
THAYS  IT?  well, 
JUDGE,  AS  AN 
OLD  PA.  FAN 


THAT  SETTLES  n^THEN. 
SO  LONG  AS  there's 
PLENTY  OF  MILQTASTY 
PRINCE  ALBERT, 
MYSEL^  I ALWAYS  I COUNT  ME  IN.I'DFEEl 
CARRY  A double!  LOST  WITHOUT  THE 
SUPPLY.  HELP  HsOOTHING  COMFORT 
YOURSELF  J '''■V — , oc  DA. 


50  PIPEFULS  OF  RE/IL  SMOKING  JOY! 


There’s  good  reason  why  Prince 
Albert  is  the  world’s  largest-selling 
smoking  tobacco.  P.  A.  is  the"crimp 
cut”smoke... packs  easier  in  your 
pipe,  cakes  nicely,  burns  cooler. 
P.A.  is  prime  tobacco  too  — every 
last  particle  of  it.  Smokes  sweet, 


mild,  and  tasty.  Doesn’t  bite  the 
tongue.  Harshness  is  removed  by 
a special  "no-bite”  process.  So  get 
in  on  real  smoking  joy,  men, 
with  Prince  Albert  — the  princely 
tobacco  for  pipes  and  roll-your- 
own  cigarettes  too. 


PRINCE  ALBERT  GUARANTEES  SATISFACTION 

Smoke  20  fragrant  pipefuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don’t  find  it 
the  mellowest,  tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at  any  time  with- 
in a month  from  this  date,  and  we  will  refund  full  purchase  price, 
plus  postage.  {Signed)  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


0 piua  puaitigc.  \otgneaf  i\.  j.  i\eynoias  iooacco^o. 

Prince  Albert 


THE  NATIONAL 
JOY  SMOKE 


pipefuls  of 
fragrant  tobacco  in  every 
2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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All  was  quiet  in  the  humor  magazine  office.  Sud- 
denly, without  warning  one  of  the  group  began  to 
pound  his  typewriter  furiously.  Word  after  word  fell 
on  the  paper  before  him.  All  the  other  men  stared  at 
him  in  amazement.  Unable  to  stand  it  any  longer,  the 
editor  snorted,  "Tryin'  to  be  funny,  eh?" 

— "Froth." 


"We  have  a fire  department  in  our  town  that  has 
only  one  hose  cart  and  two  dogs." 

"What  are  the  dogs  for?" 

"To  find  the  hydrants." 

— "Maroon  Bee." 


ADVICE  FOR  THE  APPROACHING  FINALS: 

If  you  want  to  remember  things,  tie  a string  around 
your  finger.  If  you  want  to  forget  things,  tie  a rope 
around  your  neck. 


"Where  were  you  born,  my  fine  little  man?" 
"Ireland." 

"Why?" 

"To  be  near  my  mother,  you  dope." 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


The  weather  didn't  agree  with  him,  so  the  weatherman 
left  town. 


First  Mosquito:  "What  makes  you  so  happy?" 
Second  Ditto:  "Whoopee!  I just  passed  the  screen 

test!" 

— "Urchin." 


Country  Girl:  "Paw's  the  best  rifle  shot  in  this 

country." 

City  Slicker:  "And  what  does  that  make  me?" 
Country  Girl:  "My  fiance!" 

— "Punch  Bowl." 


"The  Dean's  grandstanding  again!" 
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DOWN  THE  SPORTS  TRAIL 

With  Herb  Smith 


IT'S  a long  trek  back  down  the  trail 
to  the  time  when  the  present  crop 
of  senior  sports  satellites  were  mere 
freshmen  aspiring  and  perspiring  to 
earn  a set  of  flashy  gold  1937  numerals 
. . . way  back  to  September,  1933  . . . 
about  the  time  a husky  frosh  who  day- 
dodged  from  Bethesda  asked  for  a foot- 
ball suit  at  the  eguipment  window  of 
the  Coliseum  . . . No,  they  didn't  have 
a team  at  his  high  school  ...  so  he'd 
had  no  experience  . . . though  he'd 
like  to  try  the  game,  though  . . . The 
name?  . . . Bill  Guckeyson. 

The  Varsity  football  team  didn't  do 
so  well  that  season  . . . Curley  had 
retired  after  21  years  on  the  bench 
and  a four  man  board  was  running 
the  sguad  . . . However,  we  did  man- 
ageto  win  three  . . . St.  Johns,  Hopkins, 
and,  the  sweetest  of  all,  Washington 
and  Lee  . . . 33-13  . . . and  on  Home- 
coming Day! 

Then  came  basket-ball  and  better 
luck  . . . The  varsity  took  11  out  of  18 
opponents  . . . among  them  Michigan, 
C.  U.,  and  Duke  . . . The  Blue  Devils 
were  a tough  bunch  ...  it  took 
twelve  straight  Maryland  points  in 
the  last  four  minutes  to  subdue  them, 
37-33  . . . Boxing  was  on  the  rise 
under  Lieutenant  Jack  Harmony  . . . 
The  frosh  courtmen  won  12  and  lost 
4 ...  a husky  guard  named  Keller 
drawing  considerable  comment. 

In  the  spring  of  '34  . . . The  varsity 
baseball  team  won  12  of  its  last  14 
games  for  a banner  season  . . . One- 
handed  Ralph  Ruble,  ambidextrous 
Steve  Physioc  and  lanky  Vic  Willis 
did  the  hurling  that  year  . . . The 
freshmen  did  all  right,  too,  losing  one 
game  out  of  10  . . . Extra  period  play 
dominated  the  lacrosse  scene  . . . 
Mt.  Washington  beat  us  6-4  in  an 
overtime  game,  and  shortly  after 
Navy  and  Maryland  played  two 
additional  sessions  before  calling  it 
guits  at  6-6  . . . Earl  Widmyer  domin- 
ated the  track  picture  that  year. 


taking  firsts  at  Penn  and  the  Con- 
ference ...  '37  men  took  some  of  the 
spotlight,  as  Headley  set  a new  school 
record  in  the  half  mile  and  Guckeyson 
overthrew  the  discus  and  javelin 
marks. 

Came  the  fall  of  '34  and  sophomores 


"University  of  Maryland!  1 thought 
I had  enrolled  in  Amherst!'' 


played  a big  part  on  the  Old  Line 
sports  front  . . . Jack  Stonebraker 
almost  sunk  Navy  single-handedly, 
the  16-13  score  scaring  the  Middies 
off  the  Maryland  schedule  . . . 
Guckeyson  showed  that  he  caught  on 


to  the  pigskin  game  guickly  and 
became  the  most  talked-of  soph  in 
the  south  . . . Headley  unleashed  his 
flying  feet  . . . Gormely  showed  how 
blocking  should  be  done  . . . while 
Birkland  proved  a strong  man  in 
in  the  line. 

Basket-ball,  with  Waters,  Keller, 
and  Headley  featured  the  winter 
program,  but  boxing  stole  the  show 
. . . That  was  the  year  we  tied  Vir- 
ginia . . . and  won  six  other  matches 
for  a clean  record  . . . Turk  Birkland 
saved  us  on  All-University  Night  by 
taking  a wild  and  wooly  battle  from 
Bob  Stillman  of  Army  for  a 41^-31^ 
count.  Heinie  Miller  was  referee 
that  evening  . . . Nedomatsky  (with  a 
broken  hand)  and  McCaw  punched 
out  conference  titles  as  Maryland 
took  second. 

Charlie  Keller  dominated  the  spring 
headlines  as  he  pounded  out  a .500 
average  for  the  season  . . . Char- 
acteristically colorful,  Norwood  Sot- 
heron  pulled  an  unassisted  triple 
play,  besides  playing  in  six  games 
with  an  undiscovered  broken  arm  . . . 
In  lacrosse,  Charlie  Ellinger  made 
his  varsity  debut  and  gained  an  All- 
American  berth  ...  We  beat  Navy 
in  a 6-5  thriller  and  overcame  a two 
goal  Blue  Jay  lead  to  beat  Hopkins  4-2. 

The  fall  of  '35  found  Maryland 
with  the  best  football  team  in  the 
four  years  . . . Guckeyson' s 50  and 
90  yard  runs  against  Georgetown 
never  will  be  forgotten  . . . Lateral 
prestidigitation  featured  the  back- 
field's  antics  during  the  campaign  . . . 
Wet,  muddy  scoreless  ties  were 
played  with  W.  and  L.  and  Syracuse 
...  Of  all  the  victories  the  one  over 
the  Hoyas  was  best  ...  We  beat  'em 
in  spelling,  too  . . . "Bull''  Garrott 
shining  in  the  orthographic  pastime, 
as  Guckeyson  slipped  up  on  "soro- 
rity". 

In  basket-ball  Keller,  Wheeler, 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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WORDS  WITHOUT  SONG 

SHE  sat  at  the  small  desk  in  the  dimly  lit  room.  Be- 
tween her  fingers  she  clasped  a pencil  that,  appar- 
ently of  its  own  accord,  tapped  out  a monotonous 
rhythm  on  the  edge  of  the  ash  tray  where  half-burned 
cigarettes  toppled  over  the  sides  as  each  new  one  was 
added  to  the  pile.  Through  the  smoke  clouded  room 
the  clock  ticked  away  the  minutes  until  they  became  hours 
and  she  still  sat  with  her  head  bowed  over  that  bare 
white  paper  before  her. 

If  she  could  only  get  down  that  first  sentence — that 
was  always  the  hardest — to  get  started.  She  had 
worded  and  reworded  it  so  many  times  in  her  mind  but 
it  wasn't  just  right.  It  must  be  perfect  because  it  was  for 
him.  It  was  so  easy  to  sit  down  and  scribble  off  some- 
thing for  others — something  she  neither  felt  nor  believed. 
But  for  him  she  wanted  something  that  approached  that 
unapproachable  criterion  we  know  as  perfect. 

Her  head  ached  and  her  fingers  felt  numb  though  she 
hadn't  written  a word.  There  was  no  point  in  seeking 
sleep.  She  must  put  down  those  things  in  her  mind 
begging  to  be  put  down  on  that  bare  white  piece  of 
paper. 

Through  her  mind  kept  running — "for  him,  for  him." 
Why  couldn't  he  understand;  why  should  she  have  to 
write  it?  It  must  be  clear  and  that  was  what  made  it  so 
hard.  How  could  she  be  clear — how  could  she  find 
the  answer  when  even  the  guestion  wasn't  clear.  She 
tried  to  reason  why  it  should  be  like  this — but  she  could 
only  remember  the  nights — the  nights  that  perhaps 
might  have  saved  it — nights  when  the  stars  seemed  so 
close  there  that  she  felt  she  could  reach  out  and  take 
one  in  her  hand — could  hold  it  there  and  turn  it  over 
carelessly  to  convince  herself  that  there  was  nothing  to 
it — like  love  itself.  At  one  moment  it  seemed  so  close 
but  was  in  reality  out  of  reach.  And  when  she  held  out 
her  hand  to  take  it,  it  wasn't  there. 

But  she  must  get  on — she  had  set  her  mind  that  it 
must  be  written  and  tonight.  She  straightened  herself 
in  the  chair.  Her  grasp  on  the  pencil  tightened.  She 
must  forget  those  nights — they  were  responsible  for  this 
— this  damned  term  paper! 

—R.  K. 


Eva:  "Why  are  you  wearing  a bandage  on  your 

head?" 

Lynn:  "A  thought  struck  me." 


Chemical  Retort:  "He  who  acetates  is  lost." 


Slicker:  "What  are  you  twisting  that  mule's  tail  for?" 

Rube:  "He  ain't  got  no  self-starter  so  I gotta  crank 

him  up." 


"What  do  you  use  so  many  toothpicks  for?" 
"Oh,  just  to  make  more  room  for  my  food." 


A private  walking  down  the  street  with  his  sweet- 
heart met  a sergeant  belonging  to  his  regiment. 

"My  sister.  Sergeant,"  said  the  bashful  young  man. 
"That's  all  right,"  said  the  Sergeant  smiling,  "she 
used  to  be  mine." 


"Ooh,  doctor,  we  had  turkey  for  dinner,  and  I'm 
so  awfully  sick!" 

"Why,  what  seems  to  be  the  trouble?" 

"Fowl — below  the  belt." 


As  night  after  night  you  evaluate  men 
And  tire  of  the  long  line  of  dumb  dates. 
With  a new  understanding  you  realize  then 
That  no  date  is  better  than  some  dates. 

— "Carolina  Buccaneer" 


"They  told  us  up  the  hill  that  this  was  the  best  place 
to  park." 
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Nineteen 


"No,  lady.  This  is  not  the  sports  department!” 


He  who  puts  off  studying  until  tomorrow  is  going  to 
have  a swell  time  tonight. 


"Please,  just  one,” 

"Nay,  nay.” 

"Please  may  I — ” 

"Nay,  nay.” 

"Say,  was  your  mother  scared  by  a horse?” 

— "Yellow  Jacket.” 


When  Rae  returned  from  her  date,  her  mother  noticed 
that  one  of  her  shoes  was  muddy. 

"What  makes  your  right  shoe  muddy  and  not  your 
left?”  she  asked. 

"I  changed  my  mind,”  she  said  simply. 

—"Pup” 


He's  so  dumb  he  thinks  stagnation  is  a country  for 
men  only. 


MOTHER  MACHREE,  1937 

Sure,  I love  your  new  permanent  wave  and  bobbed  hair. 
And  the  brows  still  left  standing  and  penciled  with  care, 
I miss  the  dear  face  that  was  lifted  for  me. 

Oh,  who'd  guess  that,  in  shorts,  dear,  you're  Mother 
Machree. 

— "The  Log.” 


Junk  Man:  "Any  old  beer  bottles 

you'd  like  to  sell,  lady?” 

Old  Maid:  "Do  I look  as  though  I 
drank  beer?” 

Junk  Man:  "Any  vinegar  bottles 

you'd  like  to  sell?” 

— "Varieties.” 


Husband:  "I  locked  the  car  up 

before  we  left  it,  and  now,  confound 
it,  I have  lost  the  key.” 

His  Wife  (Helpfully):  "Never  mind, 
John,  dear,  it's  a swell  night,  so  let's 
ride  home  in  the  rumble  seat.” 


"What  are  you  writing?” 

"A  joke.” 

"Well,  give  her  my  regards.” 


"Pardon  me,  I thought  you  were  my  husband.” 


Twenty 
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She  says:  "Dear  Johnnie,  father  tells  me  he  said  'No'.' 


It:  "Who  gave  the  bride  away?” 

What:  "I  could  have,  but  I kept  my  mouth  shut.” 

— "Bored  Walk” 


FICKLE  FANCY 

"Is  this  a poplar  tree?” 

"Naw,  they  seem  to  prefer  the  lamp  post  on  the 
corner.” 

— "Mountain  Goat.” 


For  years  the  two  sexes  have  been  racing  for  supre- 
macy. Now  they  have  settled  down  to  neck  and  neck. 

— "Log.” 


Usher:  "How  far  down  do  you  wish  to  sit,  lady?” 
Lady:  "All  the  way,  of  course.” 

— "Log.” 


"I  say,  Pete,  your  girl  looked  guite  tempting  in  that 
sort  of  Biblical  gown  she  was  wearing  last  night.” 
"What  do  you  mean.  Biblical  gown?” 

"Oh,  you  know.  Sort  of  lo  and  behold!” 

— "Humbug.” 


Pity  the  poor  Frenchman  who  was  learning  English 
and  was  doing  right  well  until  he  went  down  and  read, 
"Broadway  Melody  of  1936  is  pronounced  success.” 
He  went  back  to  Paris  on  the  next  boat. 

— "Kitty-Kat.” 


"Y'see  we  were  married  secretly  last  October,  but 
we  couldn't  announce  it,  because  we'd  have  to  go 
steady  down  here  at  school.” 

— "Varieties.” 


A CREATION 

Blue  eyes  gaze  at  mine — vexation 
Soft  hand  clasped  in  mine — palpitation 
Fair  hair  brushing  mine — expectation 
Red  lips  close  to  mine — temptation 
Footsteps — damnation . 

— "Dodo.” 


The  conductor  of  an  overnight  train  saw  a red 
lantern  hanging  on  a berth  and  so  he  asked  the  porter 
the  reason. 

"Rule  36,”  said  the  porter,  "in  our  rulebook  tells 
us  to:  'Hang  out  a red  lantern  when  the  rear  of  a sleeper 
is  exposed'.” 

— "Growler.” 


Bill  has  a great  big  Cadillac  roadster 
Bill  has  a pint  of  liguor  to  kill 
Bill  has  a wonderful  way  of  doing  things — 
Wish  that  I had  Bill! 


"Well,  honestly.  Sue,  I fail  to  see  what  you  got  out  of 
college.” 
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"Yes,  my  dear,"  said  a very  modern 
wife  to  a friend,  "For  months  I 
wondered  where  my  husband  was 
spending  his  evenings  until  one  night 
I arrived  home  early  and  there  he 
was." 

"When  1 arrived  in  College  Park, 
I didn't  have  a cent  in  my  pockets." 

"How  on  earth  did  that  happen?" 

"Oh,  I was  born  there." 


"Why  do  you  use  so  many  'damns' 
when  you  speak?" 

"Because  they  control  the  flow 
of  conversation." 

"You  are  the  first  girl  I ever  kissed, 
dearest,"  said  the  senior,  as  he 
shifted  the  gears  with  his  foot. 

She:  "Would  you  think  it  was 

telepathy  if  we  were  thinking  of  the 
same  thing?" 

He:  "No,  just  plain  luck." 


The  handsome  life  guard  floated 
lazily  out  into  the  cool  refreshing 
water — his  eyes  closed,  his  whole 
body  relaxed  and  content.  He  sud- 
denly felt  a soft,  warm  arm  slide 
lovingly  around  his  neck  and  still 
another  glide  tenderly,  caressingly 
over  his  sleek  back.  His  eyes 
remained  closed.  It  was  too  perfect. 
Too  romantic  to  stir!  Slowly  another 
arm  closed  around  his  chest.  Then 
he  languidly  opened  his  eyes  to 
greet  this  lovely  maiden  of  his 
dreams.  "My  God!  An  octopus!" 


He:  "A  nice  girl  shouldn't  hold 

a young  man's  hand." 

She:  "A  nice  girl  has  to." 


Voice  calling  Kappa  house  on 
phone:  "Is  there  a White  girl  living 
there?" 

"No,  there  isn't." 

Voice:  "My  word!" 


DOWN  THE  SPORTS  TRAIL 

{Continued  from  page  17) 

Allen,  Waters,  Willis,  and  Thomas 
were  a scoring  crew  and  we  took  13 
out  of  18  contests  . . . The  climax  of 
the  season  came  in  the  55-54  battle 
which  W.  and  L.  grabbed  from  the 
Old  Liners  ...  If  all  the  basket-ball 
in  the  past  four  years  were  crowded 
into  one  game  it  still  wouldn't  equal 
that  struggle,  which  found  General 
Coach  "Cy"  Young  running  up  and 
down  the  sidelines  and  even  on  the 
floor  in  his  excitement  . . . Boxing 
had  an  "off"  year  ...  We  dropped 
our  first  match  to  C.  U.  . . Johnny 
Gormley  bearing  the  brunt  of  Charlie 
Reynold's  first  display  of  weird  refer- 
eeing . . . Off  to  this  start  we  lost 
all  but  two  of  our  seven  matches  . . . 
Nedo  took  a Conference  title  again  . . . 
but  the  two  Macs  were  sorely  missed. 

Springtime  and  Maryland  sports 
reached  a new  high  with  the  winning 
of  the  National  Intercollegiate  La- 
crosse Championship  and  the  Southern 
Conference  baseball  crown  . . . 
Four  Maryland  stickmen.  Brill,  El- 
linger,  Ennis,  and  Kelly  received 
All-American  ratings,  and  Lindsay, 


Rabbit,  and  Christhilf  got  honorable 
mention. 

On  the  diamond,  Charlie  Keller, 
despite  a mid-season  slump,  drove 
out  a .495  batting  average  . . . 
George  Wood  showed  what  a "twisk 
of  the  wrisk"  could  do  for  a pitcher 
as  he  led  us  to  the  title  . . . Dale 
Patterson  came  up  from  the  Inter- 
fraternity League  to  become  a real 
hurler  . . . Swede  Eppley  had  a lot  of 
tough  breaks  with  his  trackmen  . . . 
Unable  to  provide  the  spikemen  with 
his  customary  javelin  tosses,  Guckey- 
son  turned  to  baseball,  and  became 
a four  letter  man  . . . After  the  season 
he  made  a determined  Olympic  bid 
with  a 208  foot  spear  toss. 

The  past  year?  Well,  we  don't 
like  to  say  much  about  that  . . .We're 
leaving  soon,  you  know,  and  we  hate 
to  be  reminded  of  it  . . . Anyway,  it 
wasn't  so  far  back  . . . and  besides 
the  Terrapin  will  soon  be  out  with  a 
much  more  complete  picture  than 
we  could  paint  here  ...  so  look 
through  it  for  your  recent  sports 
dope  . . . And,  remember,  it's  been 
four  swell  years  for  us  all. 
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"Who  was  the  lady  I saw  you  with  last  night?" 

"That  wasn't  a lady.  It  was  my  brother;  he  just  walks 
that  way." 


The  drunk  tip-toed  up  the  stairs,  shoes  in  hand.  He 
patched  up  the  scars  of  the  brawl  with  adhesive  tape, 
then  climbed  into  bed,  smiling  at  the  thought  that  he'd 
put  one  over  on  his  wife. 

Came  fhe  dawn.  The  ex-drunk  opened  his  eyes  and 
there  stood  his  wife,  glaring  at  him. 

"Why,  what's  the  matter,  dear?"  guoth  he. 

"You  were  drunk  last  night,"  she  replied. 

"Why,  darling,  I was  nothing  of  the  sort!" 

"Well,  if  you  weren't,  who  put  all  the  adhesive  tape 
on  the  bathroom  mirror?" 

— "Drexerd." 


1st  Kappa:  "I  think  it  is  positively  disgusting  the  way 
those  fraternity  men  across  the  street  give  a show  every 
night  when  they  go  to  bed.  It's  absolutely  immoral!" 

2nd  Kappa:  "But  looking  down  from  the  window,  I 

didn't  see  anything.” 

1st  Kappa:  "I  know — not  from  there.  But  put  that 

chair  on  the  desk,  get  on  it  and  lean  over  to  the  left  and 
tell  me  what  you  see." 


One  of  the  freshmen  was  bearing  up  rather  nobly 
under  a particularly  weary  R.  O.  T.  C.  uniform  when  he 
inadvertently  passed  by  the  captain  without  saluting. 

"Say,"  said  the  captain  with  characteristic  sweetness, 
"Do  you  see  the  uniform  I'm  wearing?" 

"Yeh,”  said  the  rookie,  looking  enviously  at  the 
captain's  almost  immaculate  uniform.  "Look  at  the 
damn  thing  they  gave  me!" 


A man  from  New  York  was  looking  into  the  depths  of 
the  Grand  Canyon — "Do  you  know,"  said  the  guide, 
"It  took  millions  of  years  for  this  great  canyon  to  be 
carved  out?" 

The  man  was  tremendously  impressed.  "You  don't 
tell  me,”  he  commented.  "Why,  1 didn't  know  this  was 
a government  job!" 

— "Pup." 


Prof:  "In  this  scene,  my  dear,  the  young  man  rushes 

into  the  room,  grabs  you,  binds  you  with  a rope  from 
head  to  foot,  and  then  smothers  you  with  kisses." 

Co-ed:  "Is  the  young  man  tall,  dark  and  handsome?" 
Prof:  "Yes,  why?" 

Co-ed:  "Then  he  won't  need  any  rope." 


A WORD  TO  THE  DIAMONDBACK 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

general  campus  opinion.  The  campus  publications  have 
been  far  too  prone  to  regard  themselves  as  just  a little 
better  than  the  rest  of  the  campus.  By  so  doing  they  have 
lost  themselves  that  support  of  the  student  body  so  neces- 
sary if  a publication  is  to  be  more  than  the  plaything  of 
a select  group  of  people.  The  staffs  of  all  three  of  the 
student  organs  have  lately  bemoaned  the  fact  no  new 
candidates  have  presented  themselves  for  any  of  the 
major  jobs.  If  the  campus  publications  would  only  let 
themselves  become  a little  more  "Of  the  students,  by  the 
students,"  possibly  this  unfortunate  diminution  of  candi- 
dates could  be  averted. 

Perhaps  we  have  got  off  on  the  wrong  track  in  this 
editorial.  The  fault  may  lie,  not  with  the  Diamondback 
itself,  but  with  the  famed  lethargy  of  the  Maryland 
student  body  in  general,  which  is  merely  reflected  in  the 
paper.  But  if  we  are  to  judge  from  the  heated  comments 
we  have  heard  this  year,  the  blame  for  its  present  con- 
dition rests  largely  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  Diamond- 
back  itself.  And  if  the  paper  could  only  become  a little 
more  fearless  and  honest,  instead  of  being  merely 
personal  and  routine,  it  would  soon  make  itself  unigue 
among  its  college  brethren.  The  Diamondback  has 
ranked  high  in  the  past,  it  should  and  could  easily 
rank  high  in  the  future.  We  honestly  hope  it  will. 

— P.  J. 


"I'm  happy  to  announce  that  Miss  Bennett  will  be  back 
next  year  to  take  my  lit.  2y." 
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WITH  A SONG  ON  MY  LIPS 

{Continued  from  page  11) 

'The  Beat  'O  My  Heart”,  "The  Continental”,  "Winter 
Wonderland”. 

It  was  at  the  Junior  Prom  that  the  editor  of  this  sheet 
proved  his  worth  as  a super-ditty-writer.  The  singer 
with  Red  Nichols  yodeled  his  words  to  "You're  the  Top” 
over  the  P.  A.  system.  The  dancers  allowed  the  band  to 
continue  ...  "I  Wished  on  the  Moon”,  "You're  Mine, 
You”. 

The  romantic  season  of  our  Sophomore  year  gave  us 
such  songs  as  "Every  Day”,  "Lovely  to  Look  At”, 
Duke  Ellington's  "Solitude”,  and  "When  I Grow  Too 
Old  to  Dream”.  As  our  college  career  approached  its 
mid-point  "The  Lady  in  Red”,  "Chasing  Shadows”, 
and  "I'll  Never  Say  'Never'  Again”  were  becoming 
popular. 

It  was  soon  after  summer  vacation  was  over  that 
popular  music  made  its  most  important  change  since  the 
war.  We  all  know  how  Benny  Goodman  leaped  into 
the  limelight  with  his  swing  music.  The  bands  playing 
on  the  campus  were  all  touted  as  "swing  bands”  and 
they  played  such  music  as  "Let's  Swing  It”,  "I've  Got 
a Note”,  and  "Yankee  Doodle  Never  went  to  Town”. 
However  the  slower  songs  were  still  extremely  popular 
. . . "Cheek  to  Cheek”,  "I  Wish  I Were  Aladdin”, 
"I'm  on  a See-saw”. 

The  Christmas  Rossbourg  of  our  Junior  year  featured 
two  new  songs,  "Red  Sails  in  the  Sunset”  and  "Treasure 
Island”,  which  proved  to  be  very  popular  in  a short 
time,  ether  tunes  ...  "A  Beautiful  Lady  in  Blue”, 
"Please  Believe  Me”,  "The  Gentleman  Gbviously 
Doesn't  Believe”,  "A  Little  Bit  Independent”. 

It  was  during  the  Christmas  holiday  that  the  most 
sensational  hit  of  the  past  four  and  more  years  broke 
loose.  Cne  hardly  needs  to  be  reminded  that  this  was 
"The  Music  Goes  Round  and  Round”.  Swing  music 
now  broke  with  a vengeance,  and  the  first  genuine 
swing  artist  came  to  the  campus.  Tommy  Dorsey 
swung  some  new  songs  . . . "Christopher  Columbus”, 
"Goody-goody”,  "Stompin'  at  the  Savoy”.  While 
"Eeny  Meeny  Miny  Mo”  was  carried  out  from  the 
Ritchie  gym  over  the  four  major  networks. 

Immediately  following  this  came  the  Terpsichorean 
event  for  which  we  had  waited  two  and  a half  years, 
the  Junior  Prom.  "Flo”  and  "Bud”  led  us  to  the  music 
of  Frank  Dailey  and  his  Meadowbrook  Grehestra  . . . 
"Moon  Cver  Miami”,  "Love  is  Like  a Cigarette”, 
"What's  the  Name  of  that  Song”,  "I'm  Shootin'  High”. 

In  the  spring  Joe  Haymes  gave  aid  and  succor  to  the 
young  man's  lightly  turning  fancy  at  the  Interfraternity 
Ball  . . . "The  Glory  of  Love”,  "The  Touch  of  Your  Lips”, 
the  songs  from  "Gn  Your  Toes”  including  "There's  a 


Small  Hotel”.  Then  during  final  exams  we  heard  for 
the  first  time  songs  which  were  to  be  top-ranking 
favorites  as  our  senior  year  started  . . . "These  Foolish 
Things”,  "Did  I Remember”,  "You're  Not  the  Kind”. 

This,  our  last  year,  hardly  needs  anything  to  help  us 
recall  the  important  social  events.  The  Rossbourg  Club 
had  for  its  first  dance  Charlie  Barnet  who  featured  a 
good  but  never  to  be  popular  song,  "In  a Make-believe 
Ballroom”  and  the  new  songs  from  "Swing  Time”, 
"Fine  Romance”  and  "The  Way  You  Look  Tonight”. 

Shep  Fields  made  a hit  at  the  Alumni  Dance  with  his 
Rippling  Rhythm  . . . Cole  Porter's  "I've  Got  You  Under 
My  Skin”,  "Easy  to  Love”. 

Swing  returned  at  the  Christmas  Rossbourg  with 
Hudson-de  Lange  furnishing  it  . . . "Mr  Ghost  Goes  to 
Town”,  "Hobo  on  Park  Avenue”,  "Grgan  Grinder's 
Swing”. 

The  Junior  Prom  given  in  our  honor  furnished  Bob 
Crosby's  combo  who  swung  on  down  with  such  pre-war 
swing  numbers  as  "Dixieland  Shuffle”  and  newer  tunes 
. . . ' 'Good-night  My  Love' ' , ' 'Smoke  Dreams' ' , ' 'Boo  Hoo' ' . 

This  spring  has  seen  the  rise  of  the  songs  which  are 
popular  today. 

The  past  four  years  have  witnessed  the  steady  popu- 
larity of  two  truly  great  songs,  the  theme  songs  of  our 
college  social  life.  Hoagy  Carmichael's  "Stardust”  and 
Cole  Porter's  "Night  And  Day”  without  a doubt  bring 
back  to  us  more  memories  than  all  the  others  combined. 
What  boy  has  failed  to  rush  for  his  love  of  the  hour  as 
the  first  strains  of  these  songs  were  played  by  the 
orchestra  with  the  lights  dimmed  low?  And  when  we 
hear -those  songs  again  in  the  years  to  come,  it  will  be 
easy  to  dance  in  memory  with  those  ghostly  partners  of 
our  underclass  days,  so  soon  to  be  joined  by  those  of 
our  Junior  and  Senior  years. 

Editor’s  Note:  The  writer  of  this  article,  who  was 
commissioned  for  this  job  by  members  of  the  CLD  LINE 
editorial  board  is  a senior  at  Duke  University.  He  takes 
business  administration. 
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Washington,  D.  C. 


Learning  by  Lecture 


Is  not  the  way  to  learn  in  busi- 
ness. Experience  has  taught 
Marylanders  that  CHANEY’S 
GARAGE  always  gives  them 
the  best  that  can  be  obtained  for 
the  most  reasonable  rates. 

Service  and  Workmanship 

Chaney^s  Garage 

At  the  Main  Gate 


The  winning  joke  in  a contest  con- 
ducted by  the  Minnesota  Ski-U- 
Mah  was  this  honey: 

"Are  you  psychic?" 

"Yes,  seer." 

The  state  of  Minnesota  has  been 
asked  to  withdraw  from  the  Union. 

— "Yale  Record." 


"Is  that  a genuine  bloodhound?" 
"Sure — Oscar,  come  over  here  and 
bleed  for  the  man!" 


"Shall  we  waltz?" 

"It's  all  the  same  to  me." 

"So  I've  noticed." 

— "Dodo." 


"Hey,  waiter,  there's  a fly  in  my 
soup." 

"That's  nothing;  wait  till  you  see 
the  plum  pudding." 

— "Octupus." 


THE  NEW  LINE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

dance  at  which  the  members  of  an 
incoming  class  first  get  a chance  to 
become  acguainted  with  one  another. 
That  dance  for  me,  and  for  all  who 
attended  it  with  me,  has  been  going 
on,  with  very  few  changes  ever  since 
that  first  day.  I went  to  the  dance 
stag,  with  a group  of  friends  from  my 
pre-college  days.  Since  we  entered 
the  dance  hall,  some  of  those  friends 
have  left  me.  They  have  met  coeds 
and  made  plans  to  leave  the  dance 
with  them.  Four  of  them  met  girls 
long  about  intermission  time,  leaving 
only  three  of  us  to  leave  as  we  came, 
stag.  The  remaining  three  of  us 
have  not  had  such  a bad  time  of  it, 
though.  We  have  met  many  people 
— have  danced  long  with  some  girls, 
sat  out  intermissions  with  others. 
We  have  met  many  new  fellows  in 
the  stag  line,  and  have  had  a swell 
time  with  most  of  them,  trouble  with 
only  a few.  But  now  that  the  dance 
is  ending  the  names  and  faces  of 
those  we  have  met  are  already 
becoming  blurred  and  indistinct. 

The  music  throughout  most  of  the 
dance  has  been  loud  and  fast.  A 
thin,  firm  chain  of  notes  has  reached 
out  and  wrapped  itself  tightly  around 
us,  so  tightly  that  it  has  almost 
become  a part  of  our  very  being. 
It  has  drowned  out  the  tiny  whisper 
of  our  early  hopes  and  ambitions. 
But  the  musicians  are  getting  tired 
now  and  the  music  is  slowing  down. 
They  are  about  ready  to  play  "Good- 
night Sweetheart",  and  it  is  time  for 
us  to  leave.  The  effect  of  the  drinks 
we  had  at  the  beginning  and  while 
the  dance  was  in  progress  are 
beginning  to  wear  off  now,  and  the 
dance  is  becoming  dull  and  flat.  It 
is  time  for  us  to  leave  as  we  entered 
— alone.  It  was  a swell  dance  while 
it  was  at  its  height,  and  there  is  not 
one  regret  among  us  for  having 
attended.  Yes,  as  dances  go,  it  was 
swell;  but  then,  it  was  only  a dance. 


UNDERWOO^ 

UNIVERSAL... 

Underwood  Universal 
Portable  is  the  100  percent 
Standard  . . . 100  percent 
visible  . . . the  complete  Portable 
Typewriter.  The  Universal  Portable 
complete,  meets  all  demands. 

Underwood  Elliott  Fisher  Company 
The  Homer  Building  ....  13th  & F Sts.  N.W. 
Washington,  D.  C. 

SALES  AND  SERVICE  EVERYWHERE 

Portables 


The  Horn-Shafer  Company 

SINCE  1905 


Complete  Service  for 
College  Publications 

3-5  EAST  REDWOOD  STREET 


BALTIMORE,  MD. 

Printers  of  The  "OLD  LINE" 


Elderly  Lady;  "Captain,  is  this  a good  ship?" 
Captain:  "Why,  madam,  this  is  her  maiden  voyage." 

— "Log." 


She:  "Do  you  think  you're  Santa  Claus?" 

He:  "No,  why?" 

She:  "Then  leave  my  stockings  alone." 

— "Mercury." 


Irate  Father  (to  daugher  entering  at  3:00  A.  M.)  — 
"What  does  the  clock  say?" 

Daughter:  "Tick-tock." 

— "Yellow  Jacket." 


HAVE  A CHAIR 

Murt:  "Where  are  you  doing  your  skating  this 
winter?" 

Gert:  "About  the  same  place  I used  to  do  my  horse- 
back riding  last  summer." 

— "Growler." 


DRIVE-IN 

at 


Where  you  may  enjoy  fine  food 
and  refreshing  drinks. 

Served  in  your  car. 
WASHINGTON  BALTIMORE  PHILADELPHIA 


HUTZLER’S  GIVES 
“IN-TOWN  SERVICE” 

TO  OUT-OF-TOWN  CUSTOMERS 

Write  or  telephone  —tell  us  what  you  want  and 
approximately  what  you  want  to  pay  for  it, — 
and  we’ll  do  the  rest — and  do  it  as  efficiently 
as  you  would,  yourself! 

Howard,  Saratoga  and  Clay  Sts.,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Telephone  Calvert  4321 

HUTZLER  EPQTHEE  6 
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